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Dear mouse friends, welcome to my latest 
journey through time! My pal Professor von 
Volt has taken us on some wild trips with his 
time-travel inventions . . . 






The Mouse Mover 3000 was the 
professor’s first time machine.We used it 
to visit the dinosaurs of prehistoric times 
ancient Egypt, and medieval Europe! 




■XX-' _ 

The Rodent Relocator was a more advancec 
time machine. On this adventure, we saw 
Caesar’s Rome, discovered the secrets of 
Mayan cities, and even danced in the palace 
of Versailles during the time of the Sun King 
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With the Paw Pro Portal, we reached 
the Ice Age, ancient Greece, and 
Renaissance Florence.We encountered 
some truly unforgettable rodents! 



t* 


This time, we traveled on board the 
Tail Transporter, which worked by 
dematerializing and rematerializing — a 
truly weird and unique experience! Squeak! 
























Dear mouse friends, my name is Stilton, 
Geronimo Stilton, and I am about to tell 
you about a truly fabumouse adventure! 
Dut fii-ct thirtcrs first: Let me introduce 


A fascinating roaenw,. 
cousin and an archaeolo; 
loves all extreme sports 
adores adventure! 




Wild Willie 

An archaeologist and lover of 
adventure, Wild Willie calls himself 
“treasure hunter.” He’s very athleti 
and his true passion is solvino mvcf-< 





















Benjamin Stilton 

Benjamin is my favorite nephew! He 
is so kind hearted and sweet. And his 
dream is to become a great journalist, 
just like me! 




Buc^sy Wugsy 

Bugsy is Benjamin’s best friend. She’s ar 
adventurous and energetic rodent... a 
bit too enthusiastic at times! But I must 
admit, she has a heart of solid gold. 


Paws von Volt 

A genius inventor, Professor von 
Volt is devoted to all kinds of science 
experiments. His latest invention is 
theTailTransporter, the time-travel 
machine we used for this tri 


A small robot created by Professor von 
Volt, he is the onboard computer for the 
Tail Transporter. He chatters constantly 
and can be a little cheeky... but he can 
solve almost any problem! 




























Achoo! Achoo! 
Aaaaachooo! 


It was a f reel I winter afternoon. I was 
sitting in my pawchair, wrapped in three 
blankets, seven pairs of pajamas, three sweaters, 
two pairs of socks, slippers, a fuzzy hat with a 
pom-pom, fuzzy earmuffs, a tail cover, and even 
wool long underwear! 

New Mouse City felt like the tip of Coldcreeps 






































































































freezing my 


e s nowl T 


^1 

nSSS 

L5 



u?M| 


■a 










































Achoo! Achoo! Aaaaachooo! 


Peak. It was so chilly even a snowmouse 
would’ve put a coat on! 

Despite the C©®Gl! — and despite the fact 
that the mayor had told everyone to stay home — 
I tried to go out. It was my duty as a journalist. 

You see, I am a very busy mouse. I run The 
Rodent’s Gazette, the most famouse newspaper on 
Mouse Island. But by now Pm sure you’ve figured 
out who I am: My name is Stilton, 






Tuesday morning, I tried 
to get to the office, but the 
minute I stepped outside, I 
turned into an 1C© cube; 

It took hours for me to 
thaw out again, and when I 
did, I discovered I’d caught 
the WORST cold of my life. 
That’s why I was home in my 


' rv " s ' s At e ^° o ' 


Ger° n 


•\vn° 


















Achoo! Achoo! Aaaaachooo! 


pawchair, all BUNDLED UP, when the telephone 
rang. It was my aunt Sweetfur. 

“Heiwow? Who’s dhere? Oh, hi, Aunt Sweetfur! 
What a nice surbrise!” I said, sneezing. 

“Oh, my dear little Gerrykins, you sound 
terrible!” Aunt Sweetfur exclaimed. * 

“You should take a steam bath with 
water from Brimstone Lake. It smells 

worse than rotteni eGGS, but it’s 

an excellent remedy! ” 


u 




BATItr 


It smeUs like 

rotten egg s * 


“Yes, so you can breathe in the hot vapors. Just 
cover your snout with a towel ...” She began 
listing a bunch of home remedies. I L?5“|”0N0D 
for a few minutes, said thank you, and hung up. 

The phone immediately rang again. It was my 
cousin Trap. 


“Helwow? Who’s dhere? £dilton here, 
Geronibo £di|tonr 
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Achoo! Achoo! 



Aaaaachooo 



mud from the Sulfurous Swamp. 


“Cousin, what a nasty cold! 
You should take a hot bath with 


it works!” 


It smells like fCttCTf but 


“Bud from dhe fuifurous Swamp?” 

“No, you didn’t understand: I said mud\” 

“1 bnou), that’s whad 1 said*, budf 
“No, Cousin, I said mud\” Trap scolded me. 
“Try not to mess this up! If you get the wrong 
thing and the cure doesn’t work, don’t blame me! ” 
I thanked Trap and said that I understood — 
I just wasn’t able to prOYlOllYlCG the name 
because of my cold. 

I had just hung up when the phone T&O0 again. 
This time it was my sister, Thea. “My dear Gerry 
Berry, how are you? Aunt Sweetfur told me that 
you have a really bad cold, she began. “You 
should drink some Mountain Mint Tea. The herb 
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Achoo! Achoo! 


Aaaaachooo! 




only grows on the cliffs of Stinko 
Peak, and it smells like rancid 
rubbish’ but it’s a surefire cure!” 

I thanked Thea for her concern, 
but I assured her that I didn’t need 
any siwtnpE cure. Especially 
not one that smelled like 

eggs, fOttdl fish, or fCttCTl garbage! I’d just 
wait for the cold to pass naturally. 

The phone rang off the hook 
for the rest of the afternoon. I 
got calls from Tina Spicytail, who 
suggested I use hot compresses with 
stinkleaf that smelled like TOUCH 
Cahha^C, and Grandma Rose, 
who advised that I eat fresh algae, which 
is as slimy as a G 
My last call came from my 

As slim/ as a 

grandfather, William Shortpaws. He giant snail! 





It smells like 
rotten cabbage! 


m 
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Acnoo! Acnoo! ^S|p> Aaaaachooo! 


didn’t suggest any home remedies. Instead, he 
SCOLDED me. “Stop complaining, Grandson! 
Back in my day, I didn’t let a get 

me down. Pd get to work even if I had to be driven 
in an ambulance and carried in on a stretcher! ” 
That was the conversation that made me realize 
I needed to take drastic action, i turned off my 
cell phone, unplugged the landline, unscrewed 
the doorbell, disconnected the intercom, and got 
into bed under a mountain of blankets. 














































































Achoo! Achoo! Aaaaachooo! 


You see, this was m foolproof cure: curling up 
in my nice waurvss mouse hole and sleeping 
for three days in a row! 

When I finally emerged from my burrow of 
blankets, I was completely healed. I looked out 
the window. The §IIA was shining, and even 
though it was winter, the streets of New Mouse 
City were crowded with rodents. 

The cold front had passed! 

I listened to my voice mail. 

There were thirty phone calls from relatives 
and friends sharing their »UPefiPe for colds. 

There were fifteen calls from Grandfather 
William, reminding me that he was a real editor 
with a true sense of duty, while I was W 6 31(6 f than 
a gooey strand of string cheese. 

Finally, there were three messages from my old 

friend Professor Paws m Volt ... 
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Three Mysterious 
Messages 


In the FIRST MESSAGE , Professor von Volt asked 


about my health and requested that I call him as 
soon as possible. The tone of his squeak was a bit 



J 


J 

J 

J 

J 
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Professor Paws von Volt 

The professor is a dear friend and an extraordinary 
inventor. He is also often in danger — no-good 
rodents are always trying to steal his inventions! 
His projects could become very dangerous in the 
wrong paws. As a result, the professor is so 
obsessed with secrecy — which usually makes it 
hard to locate him. I’m the only one who knows 
how to get ahold of him. We have our own 
supersecret system of communication: the 
Voltophone! I also have an emergency plan to find 
him, in case the professor is ever in peril. 









Three Mysterious 


9 • P 


Messages 


In the SECOND MESSAGE, which the professor 

left just an hour later, he sounded even PiOtC 

“My dear Geronimo, our mutual 
friend Professor Cyril B. Sandsnout is in urgent 
need of help. I beg of you, call me back right 
away! ” Click! 

Worried, I listened to the THIRD AND FINAL 
MESSAGE. The professor’s squeak now sounded 
super-agitated: “Dear Geronimo, I haven’t 
heard back from you, which makes me think you 
must have a serious problem as well. But I must 
find a SOLUtiORI right away ... I’ll figure it out 
by myself! ” O l \ © k \ 

Figure it out by himself? Holey cheese, 
Professor von Volt was too old to be going on 
flB\!/QCOT?QD[DQS, especially by himself! 

I called the professor immediately to apologize 
and explain that I’d been sic*. in bed. But no 
one answered — not at home or on his cell. 
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Three Mysterious 


i ?p 


Messages 


At that point, I had only one option: I had to 
use the VDLTDPHDMB, the SUDePSeCPefc 

communication system Professor von Volt had 
invented in case of emergencies! 

I grabbed a flashlight and headed down to the 
basement. 



There was a click, 
and a 

opened. 
It led to a steel-lined 
room Professor von Volt 


SECRET 


PASSAGE 


CP 

CP 
£ 

3-brick 


o 

cp lower 


d3' 


had built to hold the Voltophone. 

I entered the BBCFBt CBdB that would put 
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Three Mysterious 


i ? ? 


Messages 


me in touch with my old friend, but he didn’t 


answer. 



an *enna 


rnicrophone 

3-f) 


screen 


A super secret 
communication system 
Professor von Volt 
invented to be used in 
case of emergencies 




That was really WEIRD! The professor usually 
brought his Voltophone with him everywhere . . . 
it never left his side! 

Worried, I decided to go look for him. I 
immediately headed for New Mouse City’s 

EGyPTIKN MOIFSEIFM. I hoped he’d gone 
to see Professor CyV'il B* S3ndUnou*t, since 
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Three Mysterious 


9 ? P 


Messages 


he’d said Professor Sandsnout was in desperate 
need of help. 

But when I got to the mouseum, Professor 
Sandsnout was there ALOK . He was pacing 
around the empty lobby. 

I scampered over to greet him. “Good evening, 
Professor Sandsnout! I’m looking for 
Professor von Volt. I thought he’d be here, since 
he left me a message that he was going to help 

you,” I said ANXIOUSLY “In the meantime, 

what do you need help with? I’m sure our friend 
will be here shortly ...” 

I smiled at him encouragingly and tried to 
keep calm and scurry on. But I was stiii really, 
reeeeaaaffy worried about Professor von Volt. 

“Shhh, follow me to my office. There are a lot 
of spies around! ” Professor Sandsnout whispered. 

He led me past a statue of BdStGt, the 
cat goddess. For a moment, I thought she was 
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Three Mysterious 


i ?p 


Messages 





gazing at me and licking her 
whiskers! 

Then we crossed the great 
Sphinx hall. For a 
moment, I felt like the 
Sphinxes were staring 
at me as if I were a tasty treat! 

Finally, we passed the 
Sarcophagus room. For a 
moment, it seemed like the 
mummies were glowering 
at me through their 


, e e\ ' ike I’m ... 

v Vfc * atchecf ... 


dressings! 

Rancid rat hairs! 
You’ve probably 
realized it by now: Ancient Egypt 
makes me nervous ! Why? Because 
I’m . . . umm . . . allergic to mummies! 

I didn’t feel /AFE till I got to the 
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THE EGYPTIAN 
MOUSEUM 
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1. Entrance 


S . Sarcophagus Room 

2. The Mummy with No Name q j ewe | j^ oom j 

3. Papyrus Room ]Q 5torage Room j 

4. Canopjc Jar Room ]] # Cyril E>. SandsnouPs office j 


A Sphinx Hall 
6 . Stairway 
7* Scarab Room 


12. Amulet Room 
V). Room of Ramesses 
























































































Three Mysterious 


Q ? P 


Messages 


professor’s office. But even there, the door made 
a creepy sound when it closed behind me 
suddenly. 



Still tense because of that, um, mummy allergy, 
I JUlfVljP©^ about three feet in the air. And I 
ended up PUMPING into a pedestal that was 
holding a superprecious vase that had belonged 
to Akhenaten. 

I tried to keep it from falling, but I crashed into 



| knocked into a 
superprecious vase that 
belonged to Akhenaten. 



I made the statue 
of Sebek fall . . • and 
it crushed my tail! 












Three Mysterious 


i ?p 


Messages 


the statue of Sebek, the crocodile god, which fell 
to the ground and my tail. • YEE- 

OUCH, THAT WAS PAINFUL! 

Squeaking in pain, I began to hop around the 
room. That’s when I accidentally knocked over a 
collection of emerald SGQf Slbs! 

i i 

Finally, I found a pitcher of fresh water and 

dipped my tail in it to O a, . WHEW! 

“Mr. Stilton, calm down!” Cyril B. Sandsnout 
ordered. “Sit on that chair and please, DONT 

MOVE!' 

Then he began to tell me his tale. 









A Message from 
the Past 


Professor Sandsnout quickly explained that one 
of his academic RIVALS, Professor Martin 
McSnootersnout, had accused him of preserving 
feifee artifacts in his mouseum! 

“I asked Professor von Volt for help defending 
the mouseum’s reputation. If he can prove that 
CteOpSlitrSl'S"' mirror, our most important 
relic, is authentic, a u McSnootersnout’s 
accusations would be refuted! You see, some 
historians believe this object contains a 
m)ysf©!Pl#«S message Julius Caesar 
wrote to Cleopatra. As the centuries passed, the 
message was lost. We need to find it by next week, 
when Pm holding an important conference about 
ancient Egypt.” He sighed deeply. “Come with 


"Cleopatra VII was the last queen of ancient Egypt. 




















































































































A Message from 



the Past 




me, I’ll show you the mirror.” 

Professor Sandsnout led me to the Cleopatra 
room, where there were many objects that had 
belonged to the famouse c^uJULT! . Among them 
was a very precious ancient mirror made of a thin 
plate of waxed bronze. On the handle, there was 

an etching of the goddess moot, jjvas 

squeakless: The mirror was MAGNIFICENT! v 
“This mirror is truly worthy of a queen!” I 
exclaimed. 


\ 

i 

i 

/ 


The ancient Egyptians drew 

the goddess Maat as a woman 

* 

whose head was adorned with 
a feather. She was the goddess 
of truth and justice, and her job 
was to bring order to the wor lr1 


A K 












the Past 


A Message from 



“You're absolutely right, Mr. Stilton. It is said 
that after Cleopatra, this mirror belonged to 

other FAMOUSE MOUSELETS of the past, 

including BORTE, Genghis Khan's wife and 
grand empress of Mongolia; 3<2&bluC/<2/, the true 
love of the esteemed Italian poet Dante Alighieri; 
and even Queen Elizabeth I of England.” 

Professor Sandsnout opened the glass case and 
gave me the honor of 

Cleopatra’s mirror up close. My heart skipped a 
bB3t as I took it gently in my paws: It was a very 
rare ancient object. 

At that moment, something 
incredible happened: A 
from Professor 
von Volt appeared on the 

surface of the mirror! ,_* 

As I gazed at it, the writing 
IIMSHi without a trace. 





the Past 


A Message from 



In a flash, I realized what had happened. 
Desperate to help his friend, the professor had 
gone on a jour/iet) tflP&Ugk tflffl® all 

alone, and now he was in DANGER] 

It was all my fault! Why had I unplugged my 
phone? If I hadn’t gotten sick, my friend wouldn’t 

be in TROUBLE! 

Quickly, I said good-bye to Cyril B. Sandsnout. 
“Now I understand everything, but I’m afraid I’m 
in a . Excuse me, I must go! ” 

Professor Sandsnout grabbed me by the 

jacket, crying desperately, 
“Pleeeeeaaaase, don’t 
leave meeeee, I need 
your help!” 

“Don’t worry, I’m going to 
look for the professor! And 
together we’ll PROVE the 
mirror is real! ” I assured him. 
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A Message from 



the Past 


Then I scurried away in search of a quiet place. 
I hid in a dark alley and took off the GDOflDCG 
that I wear around my neck. On it is a key and a 

steel CAPSULE. 


I remembered what the professor had told me: 

“Geronimo, aLways keep this around your 

neck. Open the capsule only if you fear something 
terrible has happened to me. Inside you will find 
very SPedifid instructions. Follow them to the 
letter!” 



# * ■ * 


s “ p 'Vth<M'- 00 ' 


oof, 


A CAPSULE made of 
super-reinforced, yank- 
proof, theft-proof steel 


A KE> made of super- 
reinforced, yank-proo 
theft-proof steel 






A Message from \ 



ti ie Past 



as I unscrewed the steel capsule. It 



that I read very carefully. 

The note gave me instructions to find von 


\ Volt’s 



laboratory. Once 


i 


/ there, I could reach him in the past! 


I needed help, so I grabbed my CGLL 


PHDne and tried to contact all my relatives 


Dear Geronimo, 

If you are reading this letter, it means I am 


in danger! Follow these directions and you will 


reach my secret laboratory. My nephew, Dewey, 
will meet you there. Ask him for help reaching 
me in the past. 

Use the key from the chain to open the 
manhole beneath the monument in the center of 
Singing Stone Plaza. Go underground and take 
the second right and the third left. You will see 
a stain in the shape of a were-rat on the wall. 











A Message from 



the Past 


and friends. But mom answered! 

So I decided to leave a MESSAGE for everyone: 
"I need help! I'll wait for you at Singing Stone 
Plaza. Meet me there at midnight on the dot." 

I had a feeling the adventure that was about to 
begin would be a much more d SltlffftrOUS 
journey than usual. Unfortunately, I was right, 
but I didn’t find out for sure until later . . . 


Turn right and then take the metal stairway 
(be careful not to fall — it's very slippery). 

Count 75 steps through the sludge and you'll find 
a brick wall — don't hit your snout! 

Look for a brick with a V on it. Push it and 
you will reach my secret laboratory. See you soon! 

Professor Paws von Volt 

P.S. Ask your family and friends for help. It's 
dangerous traveling through time alone! 











In the Professors 
Secret Laboratory 


That night, I was in Singing Stone Plaza at 

on the dot. The city was still covered 
in snow, and the streets were deserted. 


The bells in City Hall began to strike twelve: 




But there was no sign of my friends or family. 
N° °NP had come to help me! 

Suddenly, two tflijStCr/OKS figures popped 
out from behind the monument. At first I almost 
fainted from fright, but then I realized it was 
Wild Willie and a rodent with dark eyes and 
long fur that was as smooth as silk. 

I couldn’t believe it. It was Maya," one of the 
most rodents Tve ever known. 

"Read about my first adventure with Maya in my book 
Rumble in the Jungle. 














































Wild Willis 


VVILU vvuuw 

In fact, he donates all the archaeological treasures 
finds to New Mouse City’s mouseums. 

Sports: He is an avid sportsmouse and practices 
everything from karate to mountaineering. 

His passion: Solving mysteries 
Hie interest: Involving Geronimo (whom he likes 
To refer to as a “rookie”) in his amazing adventures. 

HlS motto: “Are you ready for an adver ![ ur ®’, ' f 
you are foolish enough to answer yes, he rep y, 

“Go with the adventure! 

His hobbies: He studies languages of the past. 

H.s secret: He has a tattoo of a red dragon on his 
forepaw. 


Maya 

Who she is: Wild Wiii.w 
archaeology student $ C ° US ' a She ’ s an 

extreme! ^ ^ ^ a "’ Specially anything 
h^adventures' Accom P an y-'ng Wild Willie on 

tra E vel's NTEREST: Co,lectin g souvenirs from her 

Her motto: “Nothing is impossible"’ 

Her hobb.es: Reading adventure novels 
Her secret:..., t . sasecret , 







In the Professor’s 



ta 


Secret Laboratory 



I must confess, I have a little CAU^tit on her. 

I tried to klM, her paw, but she just 
took my paw in hers and shook ^ ^ 

it energetically. “Hey, 
rookie, you remember 
me, right? Fm JVIb^b, 

Wild Willie’s cousin. Are 
you still as5°F~|~ as cream 
cheese?” She looked me in 
the eye. “You look paler than mozzarella. You’re 
not dfVdi«J, are you?” 

I was trying to avoid making a bad impression! 
“Umm, a-f-fraid? Me? N-no, th-this is how my 
snout always looks,” I stuttered. “Anyway, my 

not ‘rookie.’” 

Maya peered at me. “Well, you look afraid to 
me. Your are shaking, and your fur is 

than mold on Brie!” 

I broke like a rusty spring on an old mousetrap. 


name is 
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In the Professor's 


Secret Laboratory 


“Okay, I’m a total ’fraidy mouse, all right! 
You popped out of nowhere, and it's the middle 
of the night, and I got scared, okay?!” 

Wild Willie winked at her. “Told ya, Cuz,” he 
said. “The rookie is a TOTM SC 
Then he turned to me. “Okay, that’s enough 
chitchat! You said you needed aIL 

“Yes, yes, that’s right!” I replied. “We need to 
find Professor von Volt’s secret laboratory! 


FOLLOW MF.!” 

S _ ^ T 

Using the professor’s key, I opened the manhole 
and led them into the tunnels under the city. 


It was so dark down there! 



Bad Impression 
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In the Professor’s 


Secret Laboratory 


Luckily, Wild Willie pulled some helmets and 
flashlights out of his bag. “Check it out, rookie. 

Always be prepared!” 

Once we reached the end of the stairway, I 
followed the professor’s instructions. 

We took the second tunnel on the right, and 
then the third on the left. I saw a spooky shadow 
on the wall and let out a Strict of fear (bad 
impression #1). Then I realized it was the stam 
in the shape of the were-rat the professor had 
mentioned . . . phew! 

I turned right and found the slippery staircase. 
I immediately flipped and hit my tail (bad 



Bad Impression 



j 


!. mk 

1 1 

i 


r 

?\ J 





* vnT 



V v 

V? r -A 3 

A - 











































tfo ® 

1 fnO 

\JhM ^ 

< ** * ~z^ — - 7 ^ 


111 t J^r . 1 fj 

\ \ \\j)WX«0(©3(l 




\/> y I 

V_ y« 


A / 


















































































































































































































































































In the Professor's 



Secret Laboratory 


impression #2). Then I TRUDGED through 
the sludge, counting 

until I hit my snout (bad impression 
#3) against the brick with the letter on it. 

At that point, the secret passage opened, 
and we found ourselves in Professor von Volt’s 

•n , a+•py ! 

As soon as we entered the lab, an eardrum¬ 
bursting siren sounded, a blinding light I/ 9S/i 6 J , 
and we found ourselves hanging from the ceiling, 
caught in a NET like tuna in a fishermouse’s boat! 

A rodent appeared below us. “Who are you? 
What are you doing here?” he asked suspiciously. 

“Fm Stilton, and these 

are my friends,” I gasped. “Professor von Volt 
told me how to reach his secret lab.” 

As soon as he heard my name, the rodent 
apologized. “Oh! Fm sorry about the 
traps — you can never be too careful! Fm Dewey 
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von Volt, the professor’s nephew.” 

He turned to a funny little robot hiding behind 

him. “Roborat-8, free the PRISONERS!” 

With a tinny laugh, the robot extended a long 
mechanical arm equipped with 
@©0©©®P©. He cut the cord holding the net, 
and we fell to the ground in a tangle of tails. 

ft 








And If We Don’t 
Rematerialize? 


Dewey was full of apologies. He helped us to 
our paws and led us to his study. “HUbURRi~B, 
prepare a pot of hot tea!" he ordered. 

“Do this, do that, go here, go there! Do I have 
to do everything around here?!" the little 
robot grumbled. 






























































And If We Don't 



Rematerialize? 


He offered me a cup. I took a gulp and then spit 
it out, disgusted. “This tastes terrible!” 

Roborat-8 laughed. “Hbb, Hbb , Hbb, what 
a ridicumouse robot I am! I used salt instead 
of sugar. Did you know that I’m an authorized 
experimental prototype? That means that Fm 
authorized to make MISTAKES!" 

My whiskers twitched. I had a feeling he had 
salted my tea on purpose! But I decided to let it 
go. I had much more SeriOUS things to think about. 

In the meantime, Dewey was telling me about 
Professor von Volt. “My uncle tried many times 
to reach you, Mr. Stilton. But when he couldn't 
squeak with you, he left by himself. He should 
have returned by now! I'm very WQrPiBCl 
about him. He's too old to be traveling through 
time alone ...” 

At that point, a i©®f ran down my snout. 
“Dewey, your uncle is in danger. He is trapped 
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And If We Don't 



Rematerialize? 


in the past! He’s probably back in the time of 
Cleopatra. He sent me a message on a mirror 
that belonged to the ancient queen. It’s all my 
fault he’s missing! I should have gone instead of 
him ... I never should have unplugged my phone, 

even if I did have a terrible cold!” 

Wild Willie put a paw on my shoulder. “Rookie, 
as my great-great-grandma Wild Wilhelmina used 
to say, there’s no point ehyirvg over 
spilled fondue. The important thing < 
now is to -fc<=ik6 <SC-fciOH!” o 

“You’re right,” I squeaked decidedly. “It’s time 
to embark on a new journey through tittne. 
I will save my friend Professor von Volt! Do you 
want to come with me?” 

“^Ca!” Maya and Wild Willie cried. 

But Dewey sighed. “Unfortunately, the new 
time-travel machine isn’t quite ready. Using it 
could be very risky .. 
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And If We Don't 



Rematerialize? 


“Could we use an old one?” I asked. 

He shook his snout. “IMPOSSIBLE! My 
uncle left with the Paw Pro Portal, the Rodent 
Relocator is broken from the last journey, 
and the Mouse Mover 3000 —” 

Roborat-8 interrupted him. “That’s such an 
outdated model. It’s not worthy of a latest- 
model experimental prototype like myself! ” 
Dewey sighed. “Our best bet is to use the 
bRaNp-New time machine . . . but I don't 
know if it works!” he replied. “I’m still 
working out some calculations. And there hasn’t 
been any time to tUff it.. 

Dewey led us to another area of the laboratory, 
where a #MS machine was hidden 

under a cloth. Delicately, Dewey lifted the cover 
and UNVEILED it. “Ladies and gentlemice, 

here it is the TAIL TRANSPORTER] 

Professor von Volt’s latest invention!” 
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NAME Tail Transporter 

SPEED 3 ratillion times the 
speed of light 

SEATS: 6 mice maximum 

MATERIAL: 24 karat gold 

DIMENSIONS: The sphere 
has a diameter of 50 
mouse tails. 


The surface is gilded in a 
special material that absorbs 
and recycles cosmic photon 
energy and multiplies it 700 
ratillion times! 

The Tail Transporter can 
shrink and can be worn on a 
chain around a rodent's neck. 





































Roborat-8 is the onboard computer for the Tail 
Transporter, and he must be present in order for 
it to activate. During the journey through time, the 
Rat-o-Ray will dematerialize the crew — turning 
mice into dust. A few moments later, the team then 
rematerializes in the past. 

The inside of the Tail Transporter is cushioned to 
guarantee a soft landing when the effects of the 
Rat-o-Ray are completed. 


Cushioned interior 


for a soft landing 


RAT-O-RAY 

Turns the crew to dust, 
and then rematerializes 
them in the past. 







































And If We Don't 



Rematerialize? 


“This time machine has a special surface 

that absorbs cosmic photon energy and 

multiplies it seven hundred ratillion times! ” 
Dewey said proudly. “When you are ready to leave, 
a RAT-D-RRy will dematerialize you, turning you 
into mouse dust After a few seconds, it will 
(maybe . . . probably!) rematerialize you in the 
past.” 

My tail was twisting in terror. “Rat-o-Ray? 
Mouse d-d-dust? What if it, um, 
rematerialize us?” 

“Well, in that case, I will be sure to have a 

lovely FUNERAL for all of you,” Dewey 

said, waving a paw casually. 

“F-f-funeral?” I squeaked. “Um, Fm sorry, Fm 
ALLERGIC to tombs. They make my fur break 
out in hives. So ... okay, I’ll see you later, thanks! ” 
But Maya grabbed me by the tail before I could 
slink away. “Oh no, you’re staying right here! My 
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And If We Don't 



Rematerialize? 


cousin is right, rookie, you are softer than cream 
cheese. You’re a hopeless ’ff&itly fllOUSe!” 

I was ashamed. She was right, and I was making 
another bdd flldprCSSfOII on that courageous 
and fascinating rodent. 

I blushed to the roots of my fur. “It’s not that 
I’m actually afraid ... I w-was just, er, pretending. 
I love to around ...” 

“Oh, sure, okay, whatever you say,” Maya said, 
rolling her eyes. 









GO WITH THE 

Adventure! 


I tried to change the subject. “So, Dewey, is that 
Ray-Rat-thingy really necessary?” 

“The RRT-D-RRy? It is absolutely essential!” 
he answered. “It will make you light enough to 
you can travel QUICKLY through time and space. 
But don’t worry, Mr. Stilton: Pm going to send 
Roborat-8 to help on your journey. He is the latest 
generation multi-accessory authorized experi/viehtal 
prototype. He has a superstrong memory and is 
connected to many powerful databases throughout 
the world. I will reprogram him to check the 

Rat o Ray and the TAIL TRANSPORTER 

miniaturization, and to set the coordinates of 
your trip. He will be your onboard computer!” 
\Vnat? That talkative tin can is coming with 
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Roborat 


He is a latest-generation authorized experimental prototype. 
He has a superpowerful memory and is connected to many 
databases throughout the world. If necessary, he can supply 
information of any kind, play videos on an LED 
screen, and shoot useful objects out of his little 
drawers. He is the onboard computer for the Tail 
Transporter. He can even shrink himself down to 
fit easily into a rodent’s pocket. 






















































GO WITH THE 


Adventure! 



us?” I said, worried. “He’s the one controlling 
the Rat-o-Ray and everything else? Um, now I’m 
beginning to get WOlTlBCl!” 

The little ROBOT stuck out his tongue at me. 
“You’d better be nice to me, you ’fraidy mouse! ” 
Wild Willie quickly stepped between us. 
“Enough! We are a team! No bickering while 
we’re on our MISSION Now shake paws!” 

I extended my right paw to Roborat-8, and he 
extended the mn that were his hands . . . 



me! And now he 
was giggling about 
it! 

All my fur was 
sticking up, but I 
didn’t dare complain 




He’d shocked 






GO WITH THE 


Adventure! 



because Maya was S Til] iING at me severely. 

Dewey gave us all suits made of an experimental 
issoIdlaMe material that would adapt 
to the styles of different time periods. He also 
gave us tprcx/u earpieces that would let us 
understand any language. 

“Geronimo, don’t forget that the Tail 
Transporter can sflPinl down and become a tiny 
golden sphere/’ Dewey said. “You can wear 
it around your neck so you always have it, in case 
you need to leave in a 

He scurried away, then returned pushing a 
wheelbarrow that held a GIANT BOOK 
“Here is Roborat-8’s instruction manual!” 

Instruction manual? It looked like three copies 
of Ratster’s Unabridged Dictionary stuck together! 

The little robot puffed up his chest. “I’m quite 
a complex model, you see.” 

Now that we had all the info, I boarded the 
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GO WITH THE 


Adventure! 



op 


U1 


iil 


TAIL TRANSPORTER. My tail was trembling 
with fear, but I tried not to show it. 

The door closed behind us. 

“Are you ready for an adventure ?” Wild 
Willie hollered. 

‘Yes!” cried Maya. 

TJm,” I stammered. “W-well. . . almost. . .” 

‘I am ready,” Roborat-8 said. “I could not be 
more ready!” 

“Go with the adventure!” Wild Willie cried. 

The coordinates were set: Alexandria, Egypt, 
48 BCE, during the reign of Queen Cleopatra! 

Roborat-8 counted down. “ 5 .. . 4 . .. 3 ... 
2-1 . Tine to denaterialize!” 

A ray that looked like bln!® m® surrounded 
us, and I felt a strange followed by a 

strong itch. I watched as we all dematerialized. 
After we’d disappeared, I could hear my friends’ 
squeaks echoing in the bluish fog . . . 
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Fashion During 
Cleopatra’s T ime 



fabric that’s very airy — perfect for the hot climate 
Women wore linen, too, in the form of long, fitted 
dresses under pleated cloaks. 

The Egyptians also developed ways to protect their 
clothing. Soldiers covered their kilts in leather 
netting, while servants wore nets of beads over 
their dresses. 


Most Egyptians wore sandals made of reeds and 
) papyrus. Some sandals were made of leather 
sewn together with papyrus twine. 


Cheese niblets, the ancient Egyptians dressed very 
strangely! Men wore pleated skirts made of linen, a 
























WIGS 

In Cleopatra’s era, it was very fashionable 
to wear a wig! Wigs were made of 
vegetable fibers or natural hair and could 
be decorated with ribbons and jewels. 
Queens adorned their wigs with feathers. 


MAKEUP 

Both male and female ancient 
Egyptians wore makeup on their 
eyes.They used a lead mixture 
that may have prevented them 
from catching eye infections.The 
Egyptians believed makeup gave 
them the protection of the gods 
Horus and Ra. 




































Hey, I’m Still 
Alive! 


Suddenly, I heard a strange metallic sound: 

ScvejejcM 

Then the gooey blue fog cleared, and I was able 
to make out my surroundings. 

I felt very itchy , as if all the cells in my body 
were redistributing themselves. Then I noticed 
that my body was becoming more and more 
/OLID. I was rematerializing! 

But I was still worried: Was I rematerializing 
the right way? I did a quick check to make sure 
everything was in the correct place. Phetv! My 
tail was exactly where it was supposed to be! 

“Are we all still alive?” I murmured. 

Roborat-8 pinched my ear. “Does that hurt, 
Geronimoid?” 
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Hey, I’m Still 



OUCH! I shrieked. “Of course it hurts!” 

Roborat-8 laughed. “Hee, hee, hee!” Then he 

on one of my whiskers. “What 



about that?” 

“0000WWWW!” 1 yelled. 

“Oh, it hurts?” the little robot asked innocently. 
“How bad? A lot, or just a little?” 

“IT HURTS 4 LOT!” I yelled. 

Then he SLAPPED me on the back. 
“Good news — you’re alive!” 

“Are you two done goofing around?” 
Maya asked, raising a whisker. “We are here to 
save Professor von Volt, but you’re wasting time 
like a couple of cheese balls.” 

Roborat-8 pointed at me. “IT'S RLL SERulHffG‘5 



Wild Willie squeaked up before I had a chance 
to respond. “Hey, rookie, look over there!” He 
was pointing to a spot far away on the horizon. 
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Hey, I’m Still 


Alive! 


I shaded my fil&d with one paw. Far 
in the distance I could see the outline of a city 

under the hot rays of the sun. 
“Alexandria, Egypt! The city of the famouse 

ancient library — the LEGENDARY city 

where Cleopatra lived . . .” I said dreamily. 

“You mean the legendary city where Cleopatra 
lives , right?" Maya teased me. “You haven’t 




















Hey, I’m Still 


Alive! 



already forgotten that we’re in 48 BCE, have 
you?” 

i blushed redder than a cheese rind. “Er, 
of course I haven’t... I was just checking to make 
sure you were paying attention! ” 

Crusty kitty litter, I had made another 

on Maya! But I knew I’d redeem 
myself over the course of our trip. I quickly 
changed the subject. “So, teish, go! There’s no 
time to lose.” 

“Wait! You can’t go anywhere DRESSED like 

that,” Roborat-8 pointed out. “You all need to 
change your clothes to &UND IN here.” 













Hey, I’m Still 


Alive! 



For once, the little robot was right, so we began 
to reshape our suits, turning them into Ond'cnt 

Egyptian clothes. 

Roborat-8 observed us critically as we changed. 
“Ummmm, that’s not quite right!” he barked. 
“You, shorten that skirt! You, put more 
PLGZrtS in that dress! You, fix the of that 

cloak!” 

After a moment or two, he was satisfied. 
























Hey, I’m Still 


Alive! 



“That’s much better! We just need some 
finishing touches . . . Luckily, I am a Registered 
Authorized Trial Transport Experimental Robot 

and I come with a 3-D 
scanner and a laser mold-maker!” 

Suddenly, Roborat-8 began to like 

a blender set to supershred. Then he proudly 
opened one of his drawers. One by one, he shot 
out... 



2 pairs of golden earrings with 
fake lapis lazuli pendants 

I tub of pigment to use as eye 
makeup 

3 pairs of sandals made of 
Egyptian-style fake leather 

3 scarab necklaces 

3 rings with seals 

3 wigs with synthetic braids 

I superlong piece of striped 
colored fabric 












nraa 


Ancient Egyptians! 


A RING WITH A SEAL 


A PAIR OF GOLDEN EARRINGS 
WITH FAKE LAPIS LAZULI 
PENDANTS 


A TUB OF PIGMENT 
FOR EYE MAKEUP 


A BRAIDED WIG 
WITH A CROWN 


A LONG PIECE OF STRIPED A PAIR OF EGYPTIAN-STYLE 
COLORED FABRIC FAKE LEATHER SANDALS 





































Hey, I’m Still 



Alive! 


Roborat-8 snickered. “HEE, HEE. HEE! With 
these accessories, you look like real ancient 
Egyptians!” Then, much to my surprise, he 

on top of my snout and Roborat-8 
swiftly shrunk himself into my wig! 

‘This is my disguise,” he explained. 

“Start marching, mouse! ” \\ 

I rolled my eyes and obeyed. 

But after a few steps, I got a 

TERRIBLE snoutache. Not only 

was Roborat-8 perched in my 
wig, but he was also talking nonstop, 
boasting about his accessories and bossing me 
around. 

, mouse! It’s hot under here!” 
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You’ve Got 
More Fleas than 
My Camel! 


For hours and hours, we mm across the desert, 
heading toward Alexandria. The city was so far 
off it seemed like a mirage. And it was so hot; 

My paws were burning in the hot sun. The 
desert air irritated my lungs, and a terrible thirst 
tormented me. My snout felt droopier than string 
cheese. “Oh, what I wouldn’t give for a nice IC6P 

cHeeSer 



Maya twisted her whiskers. “Stop clowning 
around, rookie! Iced cheese? Have you forgotten 
we’re in the desert back in 48 BCE?” 

Jumping gerbils, I had made another BAD 

iMRI^ESSiON! 


But one good thing about already being flushed 
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More Fleas than * 



My Camel! 


red from the heat was that Maya couldn’t tell I had 
turned even REDDER with embarrassment! 

Just then Wild Willie pointed out some 
silhouettes moving at the top of a dune . . . 

It was a caravan of MERCHANTS headed 
toward us from another trail. As they drew 
closer, we spotted a deveHookinq carpet seller 
mounted on a mangy camel. Behind him was a 
sweet-looking mouseling. 

Two large, muscular slaves escorted the 
merchant. They were ARMED with long, sharp 
curved swords, and they glared at us threateningly. 

The merchant lifted a paw in greeting. “Peade 
be wrtb you, foreigners. Are you headed toward 
Alexandria the beautiful, Alexandria the great, 
Alexandria the bright?” he called. “My name is 
Kebel Karpeth and this is my grandson Kebel 
Babeth. We are merchants from Persia. If you need 
a carpet, i am the mouse for you! I am the official 
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More Fleas than 



My Camel! 


carpet supplier of Queen Cleopatra! Now, if I may 
ask, who are you and TO are you going?” 

“No, you may not ask, flea-fur!” Roborat-8 
shouted from inside my wig. 

The merchant glared at me, offctldcd, He 
thought / was the one who’d been so rude! 

His slaves grabbed the hilts of their swords. 
“Grunt! You offended our master!” they muttered. 

“Oh — I’m sorry!” I said. “I meant to say, what 
a lovely camel . . . Fm sure his fur doesn’t 
have fleas!” I pretended to scratch my snout, 

















More Fleas than 



My Camel! 


desperate to C^S?I£? that rude 

little robot. But I couldn’t find the OFF switch! 
Dewey must have forgotten to attach it. . . 

The merchant looked at me suspiciously. “Why 
are you SCFstching so much? I think you’ve 
got more fleas than my camel does, stranger!” 

Maya bowed and squeaked to him politely. 
“Peace be with you, Kebel Karpeth! We 

are ambassadors from afar . . . um, 
from the land of New Mouse 
City. We are here to see Queen 
Cleopatra!” 

The merchant turned 
PALER than a piece of 

papyrus. “Cleopatra? You mean C-L-E-O-P-A-T- 
R-A? As in, the queen of Egypt? Oh, by the way, 
do you need a carpet? You could give her one 
as a gift! She likes them very much, you know!” 
“Yes, OfiOpSlitrSl. She’s the one we seek,” 
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More Fleas than * 



My Camel! 


Maya confirmed. “But we don’t need any carpets. 
Thanks, anyway.” 

Kebel lowered his squeak and looked around, 
frightened. “Strangers, if I were you I would 
tlh-inl once — twice — even three times before 
meeting her ...” he said. “And then I would TURK 
BUCK! She is so beautiful, so intelligent, and so 
powerful, but also ... so unpredictable, so quick¬ 
tempered, so vain, so arrogant, basically . . . SO 

VERY DANGEROUS! And they say she 

hates ambassadors. The last bunch ... TbW0Cld 
She had their snouts cut off!” 

“Umm, and the second-to-last bunch? What 
happened to them?” I asked, my squeak Sll&jftPg 
in fright. 

“The second-to-last ones all o\i f> suddenly 
from a terrible stomachache . . .’’he replied. 
Then he lowered his squeak even more. By now, 
he was whispering. “They say she is an expert 
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More Fleas than 



My Camel! 


with poison; Be careful, if you care about 

keeping your fur ...” 

“Grandfather is right,” his grandson said, 
nodding. “Everyone knows she is dangerous, 
she is sluer than a scorpion and more 
wmauf than an asp!” 

“I will give you some advice, friend,” the 
merchant continued. “She likes my carpets very 
much. They put her in a good mood; So I suggest 
you give her one as a gift. I will cut you a deal!” 

I smiled. “Thanks, but we really don’t need any 
carpets.” 

It was as if he hadn’t heard me. tfuiclCGY 
than a cat chasing a ball of yarn, he’d spread 
dozens of carpets before us. They were all different 
colors and sizes — and they were all wrapped 
in clouds of fllCS* that stunk of sweaty camel! 

“Thank you anyway, but we really don’t need 
them! ” I repeated patiently. “Ffowever, we would 
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More Fleas than 


My Camel! 


very much like to RdlVBIL ^ 
with your caravan to Alexandria. ” ^ 

Like a good salesmouse, he 
immediately saw an opportunity. “Of course 
you can join us, you stubborn stranger with a 
snout full of fleas who doesn’t know how to 

— , i 

appreciate beautiful carpets! Just pay the small 
sum of thr€© gilVBP Coins each! During the 
trip, I will convince you to appreciate my cat-fur 
carpets, or my name isn’t Kebel Karpeth!” 



1 ^ 

‘ st ^a n y 
9t, ge» 







S Thanks, 

BUT I DON’T NEED 
V ANY CARPETS! V 


DO YOU WANT n 
TO BUY ONE? 
I’LL CUT YOU A 
V GOOD DEAL! < 


/ My prices are \ 
exceptional! 
Choose whichever 

S. BEAUTIFUL ONE a 

\ YOU WANT! ^ ' 


l 

J 


XL Jl 




































■ ^ 


If you don't 

LIKE THEM, YOU 
CAN SAY SO . 


'Aj 

jr 


W\Y" 

O*' /What would' 

I DO WITH A 
CARPET IN THE 
DESERT 


l 


It would spruce 

UP YOUR TENT! AND 
YOUR NEIGHBORS 
WOULD BE SO 
JEALOUS! 






.Mr 


r TT 


h ee '* 




I DON’T HAVE 
A TENT OR ANY 
NEIGHBORS! 


r 


I CAN 

DEFINITELY SEE 
YOU WITH THIS 
CARPET ... I WILL 
GIVE YOU AN 
INCREDIBLE 
DISCOUNT! 




ha 


ha 


i 


I DON’T WANT 
ANY CARPETS! 1 
DON’T NEED ANY 
CARPETS! 


OH, ALL 
RIGHT. YOU 
JUST HAD TO 
SAY SO! 


6 I 
























This Carpet Stinks 
of Sweaty Camel! 


Unfortunately, Kebel Karpeth kept his word. He 

pestered me the entire trip, trying to get me 

to buy his carpets. 

Meanwhile, Wild Willie squeaked with the 
slaves about riCHTINC techniques. Every so 
often he would chat with Maya, who was sprawled 
out GGCflPGBTP/^G on a stretcher. 

The road to Alexandria seemed endless, but I 





This Carpet Stinks 



of Sweaty Camel! 


gathered my strength. After all, I had a mission to 
complete: saving my friend professor von Vo|t\ 
But Alexandria was much farther away than Fd 
realized. In the desert, it's difficult to calculate 
distances. The CLF&R air makes everything seem 
really close, and there aren’t many landmarks to 
help you measure space. 

So we scampered and scurried for a long time 
while the sand and wind DfeiED our throats. 

But that didn’t stop the merchant — he 
C^Xjodi^LHJiAy the whole time! He didn’t stop 
squeaking till we crossed a large dune and the 




























This Carpet Stinks * 


of Sweaty Camel! 


tall, solid WALLS of the city finally appeared. 


“We are here at last. This is so 



i” 


I murmured dreamily. 


We joined a crowd headed toward the gates to 


the city. After a while, I noticed some rodents were 



pointing’ at us. “Look at 
those strange merchants riding 
camels!” 

I didn’t understand. “What’s 
so strange about riding 
camels?” I asked. 


Roborat-8 pinched my ear. “Do I have to 


explain everything?! 
Listen up 

He sighed. “Now, we 
need to find a way to 
ENTER Cleopatra’s 
palace!” 

Wild Willie winked 


Horses or Camels? 

Camels were known in 
ancient Egypt.They were 
domesticated after the 
Persians reached the 
Nile in 525 BCE, a long 
time before Cleopatra 
lived. But to travel or 
transport merchandise, 
the Egyptians preferred 
horses or donkeys. 
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This Carpet Stinks 


of Sweaty Camel! 


at Maya, then said under his breath, “We know 
how to get in! Here is our plan: We will take 
advantage of the dlfllSion and hide under the 
merchant’s carpets. If he really does sell carpets 
to Cleopatra, he’ll lead us right to her.” 

“And then what do we do?” I asked anxiously. 

Wild Willie gave me a §hW9ClC on the tail 
that would have knocked over a sarcophagus. 
“After that, we ilTTlproVi^, rookie! ” 

We’d reached the city gates. There, guards 
armed with Sh swords were checking 

the belongings of all who wished to enter. They 
were randomly PLUtNCiINCi their swords into 
things — first a cart of hay, then a sack of grains, 

then a pile of wood ... limr/ iiiiip/ 

I #! “Holey cheese kebabs, this 
doesn’t look good!” I whispered to Wild Willie. 
“What if the guards jtab us through the 
merchant’s carpets?” 
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This Carpet Stinks 



of Sweaty Camel! 


Wild Willie shrugged. “Well, then we’ll end up 
as kebabs , just like you said! You 
know, sooner or later everyone 
dies. Which reminds me, you’ve 
written your will, right, rookie? 

You’ve chosen your tOUltlStOflS, 
right?” 

I protested. “I have NOT written my will! 
I have NL 7 intention of thinking about my 
tombstone! And I am certainly ftO 1 going to 
end up like a kebab!” 

The merchant came to say good-bye. “May 
good luck be with you. And if you need a carpet, 
remember me! Got it, you stubborn, fie S'- 
ridden stranger?!” 

I said good-bye politely. Despite everything, I 
had taken a liking to him and his lively grandson. 

We waited till everyone was distracted, and 
then we slipped inside the r^lled-up carpets. 
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We were only in three of them, because Roborat-8 
had climbed into ISSy carpet with me! 

He immediately began complaining. “Ugh, it’s 
so IH'OIP Ugh, there’s so much (dust! Ugh, this 
carpet stinks like a sweaty camel! ” 

He only piped down when the guards 
approached, itSlFSl'IiSliStliiliQ their swords. 

“Oh, don’t waste your time stabbing these 
carpets,” the merchant said calmly. “They are 
headed to Cleopatra. If I give her carpets with 
HOLES in them, she won’t be happy! And I’ll 
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This Carpet Stinks 


of Sweaty Camel! 


be sure to tell her WHO made the holes!” 

The guards turned P3LGF than a sweaty slice of 
Swiss. “This changes everything! Please, go right 
into the city with your wares. We will take you 
right to the She does not love waiting 

Then they scampered ahead of us on the road to 

CLEOPATRA'S 

































Eeic . . . 

Squeak . . . Ack! 


The merchant called two workers to carry the 
CARPETS that concealed us. As they weaved 
through the crowded streets of Alexandria, I 
bounced ■up and -DOUJAr with every step. It 
was like being on a boat. M©ldy m©zz@F@ll@, 
I was so seasick! 

Then they tossed us onto a wagon, and we 
began to JOLT around like rodents on a roller 
coaster! Rat-munching rattlesnakes, what Wretched 













Squeak . . . Ack! 



Finally, they grabbed the carpet on each end, 
and we began to hJUWn/^ back and forth like a 
seesaw. Cheese riblets* I was SQ tet'inbty nauseous* 

Plus, the carpet smelled like sweaty camel, 
and it was full of f|6Q$! I wanted to scratch, 
but I couldn’t. I was all rolled up like a ctieeSe 
dumpling . . . and, unfortunately, I was the 
stuffing! 

The two workers were COMPLAINING, 
too. “Yee-ouch, this carpet is so heavy! And it 
stinks like a smelly camel!” 

“Stop, I need to scratch! This isn’t a carpet, this 
is a heap of fleas, lice, and ...” 


I * • p * 

“And bedbugs! You forgot the bcdbU^S !” 











Squeak . . . Ack! 



“No, I didn’t forget them, how could I? They’re 
biting me all over!” 

Suddenly, I realized I had to SI16SZ6. I tried to 
hold it in, but after a few minutes, I just couldn’t. 


f* 





Luckily, each of them thought 
the other had sneezed! I was 
saved — at least for now . . . 


BLE// YOU/’’ both workers 
cried at once. 


Just a moment later, though, my throat began to 
itch, and I had a coughing fit! 


Cough, cough, cough! 

I was sure I’d be discovered, but 
they both called out at once, “What 
a NASTV cough! You really 
should take care of that!” 

Each of them thought the Othei had coughed ... 
so once again I was saved! 
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Squeak . . . Acic! 


Eek . 



Even though I was curled up like a cheese roll 
inside the carpet, I was able to glimpse a bit of 
the city. We passed through crowded streets with 

stands full of MULTICOLORED goods and spices 
that filled the air with exotic scents. 

Elundreds of languages were being spoken: 
Greek, Latin, Egyptian, Hebrew . . . Alexandria 
was truly an enormouse city! 

Roborat-8 began to lecture me. “My dear 
GERoninoio, take this opportunity to educate 
yourself! Here is the most up-to-date information 
on the history of Alexandria. Good thing Em here 
to explain things to you. Ell do what I can to bring 
you up to my level!” 

I tried to shush him. That &H/Ootg garbage- 
can-on-wheels was going to get us caught with his 
boisterous bragging! 

“How can I turn you Off? There must be a 
way to keep you quiet!” I muttered. 
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1. The Island of Pharos 

2. The Temple of Isis 
Pharia 

3. The Pharos of 
Alexandria (the 
Lighthouse) 

4. The Temple of Isis 
Lochia 

Aufltti' 


5. Royal Palace 

6. Theater 

7. Museum 

8. Library 

9. Racecourse 
10. Cleopatra's 

Palace 















Squeak . . . Ack! 



Roborat-8 “Maybe there is, maybe 

there isn’t! But if there were, I certainly wouldn’t 
tell you! Hee, hee, hee!” 

Luckily, there was a lot of 
around us, and no one heard his NONSTOP 
boasting — except for me. Unfortunately, I could 
hear him all too well! 

When we reached the Pharos of Alexandria, a 
famouse lighthouse, he fell silent for a moment 
so he could apMiRe it. But his silence only 
lasted a few seconds. Then he began spitting out 
information again. BliKfi, BliKli* _ 














































































Squeak . . . Ack! 


Eek . 



I stopped listening. I was too excited: Before me 

lay one of the Seven Wonders of the World!* 

And in the face of all that beauty, you don’t need 
words. 

I drank in that incredible sight. The marble of 

^nELOJl ~ 


the enormouse lighthouse stood out so 
against the sparkling DsIlllKS water. 

By now, the sky was turning to dusk, and the 
first STAR of the evening twinkled timidly in 
a corner of the sky. The beam of the lighthouse 
began to shine to guide the sailors to shore. The 
jpetla.ce of Cleopatra lay right before our 
snouts! 


"The Seven Wonders of the World are monuments that 
ancient writers considered the most remarkable ever 
created by humanity: the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, 
the Colossus of Rhodes, the Mausoleum of Halicarnassus, 
the Temple of Artemis at Ephesus, the Lighthouse of 
Alexandria, the Statue of Zeus at Olympia, and the 
Pyramids of Giza. 



































































































Cleopatra's palace sank into the Mediterranean 
Sea after a series of earthquakes and 
tsunamis more than a thousand years ago.The 
archaeological remains are all submerged.The 
Egyptian government would like to construct 
a giant underwater museum so everyone can 
admire the ruins, but work on the project has 
not yet begun.This reconstruction is the product 
of Geronimo Stilton's imagination! 



























































Sis 

Are These Mice 
Included in the 
Price? 


I didn't know if I should be happy because my 
dreadful discomfort was about to end or terrified 
because we had reached Cleopatra's palace. 

Would the queen have our snouts chopped off? 
Would she feed us to her RoYKli BEKSTS? 
Or would she poison us and leave us to squeak 
“so long, world''?! 

I was about to have a panic attack, but I 
gathered my strength and thought of my dear 
friend Professor von Volt. 

As the workers carried us toward the throne 
room, my teeth began to Ch3fcti&r so loudly, I 
was afraid everyone would hear . . . 






Are These Mice 




Included? 


To dull the sound, I put a PAW in my mouth. 
But a moment later, the workers threw the carpet 
to the ground, which made me CDDTPG down hard 
on my paw. 

It was so painful, I couldn’t help crying out, 

YEE-OUUUCH! 


This time, I was sure I’d be in trouble, but they 

both cried, SOPPHS 

Each of them thought they had crushed the 
other’s paw. What a couple of cheesebrains! 

While the merchant was waiting for 
Qcoraatra to receive him, we stayed rolled 
up in our carpets in a corner. 






























Are These Mice 




Included? 


From my hiding place, I could hear an imperious 
^QJfViCjJL& squeak. “Let’s get on with the fashion 
show. I need to choose a new outfit for my next 
speech.” 

At those words, flute lifSlC began, along 
with the rhythm of a tambourine. A few lavishly 
dressed MOuSGLCtS began to parade around in 
front of me. 

As they passed in front of the queen, she 





























































Are These Mice 


Sis' 


Included? 


commented impatiently, “NO! That one is too 
long! NO! That one is too short! NO! NO! NO! NO! 
NO! That one doesn’t work. It’s not that it’s too 
long or too short, it just has no personality!” 

She kept going. “That one has too many !lf 
colors! That one’s plainer than papyrus! Call the 
court tailor — I have some words for him! If he 
doesn’t show me something better immediately, 
I’ll feed him to my POySl loG36tS! ” 





























































Are These Mice 


Sis 


Included? 


Her pawmaidens rushed to summon the tailor. 
Poor rat . . . I wouldn’t have wanted to be in 
his sandals! 

“Next! You, with the carpets — let me see your 
goods!” Cleopatra ordered. 

Before I could wave a whisker, the workers 
rolled the carpets — with us in them! 

In a split second, we were lying at the foot of 
Cleopatra’s throne. 

Finally, I could see her snout. She was a rodent 
with eyes as deep and dark as the night. Her fur 
was golden like the desert sand. She was faSCiflatin 
and beautiful. And it was clear that she was 
accustomed to commanding and being obeyed! 

UNPERTURBED, the queen looked down 
her snout at us. Her eyes were half closed, shaded 
by long eyelashes. 

MeaiiWHiL© , everyone around us was 
murmuring in astonishment. 
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Are These Mice /O ^ Included? 


OOOH.. ! 

“Who are these rodents?” 

“What are they doing here?” 

The GUARDS were already headed toward 
us, but Cleopatra stopped them. “Are these mice 
included in the price?” she asked the carpet seller. 

Kebel Karpeth shook his snout. “My great 
queen, I wasn’t... S not Hiy 18ul ! I don’t know 
how they ended up in there! ” 

Cleopatra waved a paw dismissively. “No 
matter, three more SlOVPS are always convenient!” 


So the master of the slaves stepped toward us, 








Are These Mice 




Included? 


€FR€tCiii^ his whip. Thwack! 

“On your paws, SLACKERS he snarled. 
“What are your skills?” 

He flicked his Whip toward Wild Willie, but 
my friend quickly grabbed it by the tip. With a 
tug, he flipped the master onto his back. 

Then Wild Willie passed Maya the whip, and 
she cracked it at the master's paws three times. 

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! 

Everyone laughed (except the slave master, 
obviously!). As he stepped back, tail between 
his paws, Cleopatra turned to Maya. “Hmm . . . 
you seem PLUCKS!” 

Then she looked over at 
Wild Willie. “And you 
seem strong! But how 
/TRONG are you?” 





Are These Mice 




Included? 


Wild Willie bowed, half closing his SPARRLY 
green eyes. “My queen, I am ready to take on 
anymouse you put before me!” 

a look of satisfaction passed across 
Cleopatra’s snout. “Very well. The fighting shall 
begin at once. It’s been a while since we’ve had 
any fvti here at the palace ...” 

Then she clapped her paws, and three slaves 
as large as cheetahs and with paws as big as 
lions strode into the room. They POMlVCtJ) 
on Wild Willie, but he knocked them all down 
in a flash. He used a secret ancient karate 
technique" — he’s a real pro. 

Cleopatra gave him a bewitching smile. “You 
not only seem STRONG, you really are\ You’re 
handsome, too! You will become my peRSoNaL 
bopyguaRp. along with her right there ...” 
Then she stopped and looked Maya up and 

"'The technique is called tuite, and you can learn about it 
in my book The Way of the Samurai. 





Are These Mice 




Included? 


down from snout to tail. “By the way, who is she? 
She isn’t your girlfriend, is she?” 

“No, no, I’m his cousin,” Maya said quickly. 

“Good,” the queen replied. Only then did she 
turn to me. I ttQpihlQji under the scrutiny of 
that imperious gaze. “YOU — what do you 
know how to do? You look a bit f 8 8 \1 8 compared 
to your friends!” 

I hesitated for a second too long. “I, um ...” I 
began. 

Cleopatra got impatient. “If you don’t know 
how to do anything, I will $eep you to the royal 
beasts!” she snapped. “At least you will be mw 
for something, and I will save on their royal grub. 
Those cheeseballs are always so hungry!” 
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Mystery in the 
Palace 


At that point, I answered quickly, but I was so 

SCARED that I stuttered. “N-no, n-no, don’t 

f-feed me to the b-beasts! I know how to do 
m-many things: I write, for example!” 

“You are a scribe?” She sighed. “Pm not 
interested. I already have too many scribes!” 

“I c-could r-read to you!” I offered. 

“Not interested — you Stutter too much!” 
she replied, waving a paw dismissively. 

“Ummm ... I also know how to solve 

mysteries! I said desperately. 

“Hmm ... that’s interesting! Would you be able 
to locate something for me? A 
of mine, for example?” 

“5AY Y e$V Wild Willie whispered. 
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Mystery in 



the Palace 


Maya kicked me. “Say you fool, if you want 

to keep your fur!” 

So I stammered, “O-of course . . . YE/, my 
queen!” 

“Well, we’ll see! If you fail, I could still feed 
you to my LIONS,” Cleopatra declared. 

I took a deep breath. I was determined not to 
fail. I pulled out a notebook. “My queen, describe 
the object you lost, and I will find it for you.” 

“Ah, so you were telling the truth. You do 
know how to write! Good. If you practice 
you could become my MPSONaL 
scribe,” Cleopatra said. 

I noticed the head scribe was glaring 
at me. Putrid cheese puffs, I had made a 
fearsome ENEMY ! 

I pretended not to notice. I continued 
taking notes as Cleopatra described 
the precious lost object. “It’s a very, 

scribe 
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Mystery in 


w l " 


ji 


the Palace 



very valuable MIRROR she 
began. “The image of goddess Maat is 
engraved on the handle, and there’s a 
great lapis lazuli stone encased in it.” 
Maya, Wild Willie, and I exchanged 
quick . Cleopatra was describing the 

very RROR Professor von Volt had written 
his call for help on — the mirror that had, many 
centuries later, ended up in the Egyptian 

Mouseumi 

Meanwhile, Cleopatra was making a solemn 
announcement to her attendants. “Listen up, 
everyone. This mouse must everywhere 

for my mirror. You must help him and give him 
access to all the rooms. Answer all his questions 
and give him all the information he asks for, 
understand? Otherwise there will be trouble!” 

Then she signaled, for me to approach 
the throne. “Lowly rodent, that mirror is quite 
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Mystery in 



the Palace 


Jl^XlIouAto me,” she said under her breath, so 
that only I could hear. “My adorable little Caesar* 

gave it to me, and he hid a MESSAGE for me 

in it. A very, umm, personal message.” 

My whiskers quivered. She was talking about 
the same hidden message Cyril B. Sandsnout 
had mentioned! That was the fpjpa>a>IF we 
needed to save the reputation of the mouseum! 
Finally, we knew where it was! 

Cleopatra’s squeak pulled me from my thoughts. 
“If you find the mirror, you shall be covered in 
COLD and honors. But if you fail, I will feed you 
to the royal beasts! When they are finished, there 
will be nothing left of you to 
I GULPED . What a terrifying thought! I didn’t 
want to be devoured by royal beasts! 

Before Cleopatra left, she handed 
me a ring. “With this KING, you 



The great general Gaius Julius Caesar lived between 
100 and 44 BCE. He ruled Rome and led many military 
ventures, among which was conquering Gaul and Egypt. 
















Mystery in 



the Palace 



will be granted access to 
any chamber in my palace 
you wish to see,” she said. 

Then she swept out 

of the room with her 
entourage behind her. Her 
new bodyguards, Maya and 
Willie, brought up the rear. 

I let out a SiQH of 

relief. For the moment, I 
was still alive, and not only 
that, I had a great excuse 
to snoop around and look 
for Professor von Volt. I 

had the OFFICIAL 

authorization of the queen! 

So I inspected the royal 
kitchen, where the royal 
banquets were prepared. I 
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the Palace 


Mystery in 




visited the TOy^f 8 full 
of beautiful royal flowers. 

The guards even opened 
the royal bedroom for me, 
so I could carefully check 

there as well . . . But I _ 

didn't find a single trace 1^“ .TX*" 
of the mirror, or of Professor 

von Volt. Not even in the royal ponds, 
home of the queen’s royal animal companions! 

After days of searching uselessly, I lost all 
HOPk. I was certain Fd end up as food for the 

ROYAL BEASTS 


I decided to take a break. I went to visit the 
famouse library of Alexandria. It was every 
bookmouse’s dream . . . 
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The library of Alexandria in Egypt was 
built in the third century BCE. It was the 
largest library in antiquity and one of the 
main cultural centers in the world.The 
library was ultimately destroyed, many 
believe by a fire set by Julius Caesar’s 
forces during his occupation of Alexandria 
in 48 BCE. But no one knows for certain 
how it met its fate. 
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Pro-Fes-Sor . 
von Volt! 


I was more excited than a hungry rat at a cheese 
buffet. I gazed in wonder at the thousands of 
pSpymS scrolls arranged on the library’s 

shelves. They were the works of the GREATEST 

poets, philosophers, and scientists of antiquity. 

Even Roborat-8, who was hidden in my wig, 
began to shake from impatience and excitement. 
“Crackling circuits! There’s so much information in 
this place! Oh, if only I could scan all these papyruses, 
I would be the richest robot in the world! ” 

Then he fainted — I mean crashed — from 

all the excitement. At last, he was silent. Whew! 

A rodent with a KiNp and intelligent gaze 
approached me. He stared at my glasses in 
amazement, and then he greeted me politely. 
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Pro-Fes-Sor . . . 


von Volt! 


“Hello, stranger! My name is BIBLI-O-RAT and 
I am the librarian here. Can I help you?” 

I immediately struck up a FGtiNDSHW 
with him. He enthusiastically showed me the 
library’s many, many prized works. I didn’t dare 
tell him that one day in the not-too-distant future, 
that enormouse, precious bounty of knowledge 
would be totally d€$trOy€d! 

When it was time for me to return to the palace, 
he dragged me behind a bookcase. “I must tell 
you a he said in a low squeak. “But first 

I must ask you a question. Do you know a certain 
Pro-Fes-Sor? He’s a small rodent who’s quite well 
educated. He knows about many papyruses!” 

“No, I’m sorry, I don’t,” I said. “Ah, wait a 
minute! Is his name Pro-Fes-Sor... UOII Uolt?” 

“Yes, that is his full name! I had almost forgotten. 
You see, he told me that one day his friend would 
arrive, and that I would recognize him because 
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Pro-Fes-Sor . . . 


von Volt! 


of the feFatDSpaFSCDfe butterfly on the tip of his 
snout," just like the one you have. You must be 
that friend . . . and so this is for you.” 

He cautiously pulled a rolled-up 
papyrus from the folds of his tunic. 
It was SeaLep with a symbol that I 
recognized: the letter V! 

My tail was twitching with excitement as I 
unrolled the papyrus. Here’s what it said . . . 




*No one knows for certain when or where eyeglasses were 
invented, but scholars believe they first gained widespread 
use during the Middle Ages. In 48 BCE, they had not yet 
been invented. 
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Pro-Fes-Sor . . . 


von Volt! 



When I finished reading, I could barely keep 
the E ft S from running down my snout. 
Who knew WHEN I would see my dear friend 
Professor von Volt again? 

Then I shook off my SfldT7CSS and concentrated 
on my next step. I needed to get the mirror with 
the message that proved its authenticity and bring 
it to Cleopatra! 

I had to return to the palace and look 

for the royal cages, where the royal 

lionesses were held! 

As I was SCMAPtRlAN. 

































































Pro-Fes-Sor . . . 


von Volt! 


down the street that led to the palace, Roborat-8 
powered BACK IIP again. 

Frightened by all my bouncing around, he 
grabbed my ears and pulled hard. 

“©W'W'F” I yelped. I was so startled, I didn’t 
see a hole in the middle of the street. I tripped 
and fell flat on my snout. As I stumbled, the ring 
with Cleopatra’s seal rolled into the S©SL ! 
“Crusty ld-tty litter!" I yelled. “When 


Cleopatra finds out, I’ll be a feast for her royal 

beasts! How in the name of string cheese 


am I going to get into the royal cages without that 




















































Hey, You! Sphinx 

Face! 


At the entrance to the royal cages, there was a 
large f’JlT that would only open with the 
seal from Cleopatra’s ring. I had to think up a way 
to get in, and fasi ! 

The cages were in the cold, dank basement of 
the palace. They were lit by torches and there 
was a strange, WILD smell everywhere. What a 
CREEPY place! 

As soon as Roborat-8’s sensors registered the 
smell, he jumped off me. “I smell trouble. I’m 
going to look for help! U^h'S^b, GEROnlUOtD! 
Try not to get eaten while I’m gone.” 

“Huh?! Does this seem like a good way to 
HELP me?” I shouted after him. “Come back 
here, you useless heap of scrap metal!” 
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Hey, You! ^j^j^Sphinx Face! 


But he was already far away, and I was alone! 

My whiskers trembling in TERROR > 

peered through the gate to look for the lion cage. 
In the semidarkness, I could see the SNAKE 
pit, the crocodile pool, the SCORPION tub, 
the leeches’ marsh, the breeding farm for POISONOUS 
spiders, the aviary for the bloodsucking bats, and, 
finally ... the lionesses’ cage! 

Just then, someone grabbed me by the ear. It was 

a big, SCARY mouse! “Hey, you! Sphinx face! 
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Hey, You! 



Sphinx Face! 


Where do you think you’re going? Pm T-Am-Er, 
and Pm the BOSS around here!” 

“Umm . . . well, I would be ... I mean, I meant 
to say, I am th-the ...” I stuttered. 

The rodent shook me by the ears. “Ah, you’re 
the new CAGE CLEANERi* I asked so long 

ago, I didn’t think they’d ever send anyone down 
here ...” 


I lit up. “Yes, Pm him — that’s me!” 

“Okay, Allow !” he ordered. He led me to 
the cage door and gave me a wooden SflQvEL 
and a CAPT “Here are the tools of the trade. 
And look, I want to be generous: Pll even give you 

a nose clip!” 


Before I could ask why I needed that, he’d led 
me to an enormouse cage with golden bars. Inside 
were the queen’s thirty-three lionesses. They 
were circling about, agitated. 

I immediately understood what the nose clip 
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Hey, You! 


Sphinx Face! 


was for: to PLUG my snout! Because my job 
consisted of shoveling enormouse, superstiniy 

lioness dung. Oh, what a foul stench! 

As soon as I approached the bars, the lionesses 




M 


I leaped back in HORROR 

T-Am-Er snickered. “It’s dinnertime! They are 










































































































Sphinx Face! 


Hey, You! 



really starviNGi Careful, friend, you don’t 
want to end up becoming their appetizer.” 

I was about to faint from fright. But T-Am-Er 
grabbed me by the ears before I hit the ground. 
Then he tHW^ClCBCl me on the back so hard 
he could’ve knocked over a camel. 

“Calm down, Sphinx face! While you 
clean this cage, they will be in the one next door,” 
he explained. 


































































































Hey, You! Sphinx Face! 


He opened a divider that separated the cage 
from a long corridor linKfp to another cage. 
The lionesses slowly headed that way, flervouSly 
brushing their sides with their tails. 

I waited for the last one to leave. Then I opened 
the door to the cage and scurried in. At last, I 
could look for Cleopatra’s mirror! 

I ran toward the food BOWL in the corner, 
swerving between one piece of dung and the 
next. I lifted the bowl and began to dig with the 
shovel that T-Am-Er had given me. 

After a few minutes, the shovel hit something 

hard. It was a decorated wooden chest, i 

couldn’t believe I’d found it so soon! I opened the 
chest and found it contained Cleopatra’s famouse 

MIRROR. 


Quickly, I turned over the lavishly carved 

handle. The rolled-up message was still inside! It 
was proof of the mirror’s authenticity! It was 
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just what we needed to help Cyril B. Sandsnout. 


Now we just had to 




that the 


mirror reached our original time with the message 
still in the handle . . . 

I sighed. Oh, how I wanted to go home! But 
our MISSION in the past wasn’t finished yet. 

It was then that a strange creating interrupted 
my thoughts . . . 
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Good-bye, and 
Thanks ! 


I turned suddenly and spotted a silhouette. It was 
the head scribe! And he had just lifted the divider 
separating me from the ferocious lionesses! 

“I won’t let you become Cleopatra’s personal 
scribe!” he muttered wickedly. 

I made a mad dash for the cage exit, but the 
lionesses hadGURRC^NDEDIme! 

The head scribe left, giggling. “By the way, they 
haven’t GdtGN yet...” 

I backed up slowly until I was against the wall 

of the-ffiftttSt This was a NIGHTMARE! After 

so many adventures and close calls, I was finally 
going to end my days as lioness chow! 

But then I heard two sharp cracks of a whip: 

TlswacM TSswacM 
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Good-bye, 


and Thanks! 


It was Wild Willie, Maya, and Roborat-8! 

Roborat-8 really had gone to get help! My 
friends had come to Save Me; 

Wild Willie and Maya advanced, cracking their 
whips, which cleared the AREA in front of 
them. And Roborat-8 hurried between me and 
the royal beasts while projecting the ICje of a 
roaring lion around himself! 

The little robot’s hologram was very convincing. 
The lionesses stopped, (IPilflJSCfi. That gave Wild 
Willie and Maya time to reach me. They pulled 
me to my paws, and together we raced to the exit. 

The moment we reached safety, I fainted; 

When I opened my eyes again, I saw Wild Willie 
and Maya chuckling under their 
“Looks like we arrived just in time, rookie!” 

Roborat-8 jumped onto my shoulder. “Thank 
goodmouse you’re still alive, Geronimoid! 
Otherwise, who would I SC£u<3.bb]6 with?!” 
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Good-bye, 



and Thanks! 


“Th-thanks everyone!” I stuttered. “Look what I 
found: Cleopatra’s mirror! The message that 
Caesar wrote to the queen is in the handle. This is 
what we need to prove the mirror is real and help 

the EGYPTIAN MOUSEUM! We just need to give 

Cleopatra back the mirror. Then we can leave.” 

“And Professor von Volt? Where is he?” 
Roborat-8 asked. A Ll’ttLt s t63R of machine oil 
leaked out of his eyes. “I miss him so! ” 

The next thing I knew, he was sobbing . He even 
blew his nose on my tunic! But 
I let him. Because Fd realized 
something: Roborat-8 wasn’t 
just a pile of metal and electric 
circuits. He had a heapti 

“Professor von Volt left 
us a message,” I said. “He’s 
continued on his and 

he’s waiting for us in the future. 



129 









Good-bye, 



and Thanks! 



I’ll bet he’s in BORTE'S time. She had the 
mirror after Cleopatra!” 

As soon as the little robot calmed down, we 
headed toward the queen’s quarters. Cleopatra 
received us right away. When she saw the mirror, 
her snout lit up. “Oh, so you found it at last! 
Good work!” 

But when she gazed at herself in the mirror, she 
shouted, “Aaaaak/ A pimple/ How dare you give 
me a mirror now? You’ve ruined my 
ROyaL MOOp! I will feed you 
to the royal beasts after all!” 

“Friends, it’s TIME 
rO GOl” I cried. 

We scampered away 
before she could send 
her guards after us. 
Breathlessly, we fsn 
through the long 
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Good-bye, 



and Thanks! 



halls of the palace. We soon found ourselves 
ttlonCZ in a large chamber. 

I took the small golden § P Hi fe R E 
and rubbed it between my paws, and the Jail 
Transporter returned to its original size. 

The !\H / ’U'HH-I started working the minute 
we boarded. And so 
began our journey 
to meet Borte! 

















































I’m Sorry, I’m 
Not a Shaman! 


After what seemed like forever, I once again felt a 
funny tingling all over . . . 



We did a quick check to make sure our paws 
and tails and snouts had all ended up in the right 
places. Then we began to mold our clothes and 
transform them into PCCLf, the traditional 
Mongol clothing. 

Roborat-8 added the final touches to our 
outfits: jewels, hair clips, and hems of fake fur. He 
gave me long pointed downward, in 

Mongol fashion. (Wild Willie didn’t need any — 
he had them already!) Maya plaited her fur into 
long blPeiicfS and tied them with leather cords. 

As soon as we were ready, Roborat-8 shrank 
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FASHION IN 
GENGHIS KHAN’S TIME 


Mongols wore comfortable warm clothing to help them 
brave the freezing cold of the steppe —* their vast region 
of dry grassland and extreme temperature ranges. Brrr! 

The temperature in winter could reach 50 degrees 
below zero. Squeak! Even in these conditions, though, the 
Mongols did not give up their elegance.Their clothing was 
covered with fine decorations. 
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DEEL: This was 
a long gown made 
of patterned silk 
in bright colors. In 
winter, it was lined 
with wool to keep 
the wearer warm. 
Men wore a sash in 
a contrasting color. 


GUTAL: These 
decorated boots 
had turned-up 
toes, which 
allowed people to 
ride comfortably 
and walk easily in 
the grass . .. even 
through the snow! 


CURLED 

TOES: There 
are several 
possible rea¬ 
sons why Mongols wore shoes 
with curled toes. One is that 
because the bottom of a shoe 
with a curled toe covers less 
surface area on the ground than 
a regular shoe, the wearer has a 
lower potential to harm plants 
and small animals with each step. 


WOMEN’S CLOTHING: 

Women also wore dee Is to 
keep warm. 


STRIPS OF FABRIC: Tied 
around the waist, these kept 
the dee/in place but could also 
become useful pockets. 


HATS: These were lined 
with fur. On warm days, 
the sides were rolled up 
and tied in the back. 










I’m Sorry, I’m 



Not a Shaman! 


down and hid under my fur hat. 

We heard strange noises coming from outside. I 

SHUDDERED with dread. 

When the Tail Transporter opened, I let out a 
squeak of terror. A few yards away, on the 
other side of a hill, stood a group of horsemice 
with long whiskers. They were led by a female 
rodent with really long braids. She was dressed 
in fur, and her eyes were black and 

intense. She had the expression of someone 
who knows how to get respect. 

I had just enough time to shrink down the TAIL 
TRANSPORTER and hang it around my neck 
before the group of Mongols reached us. The 
rodent leading them looked me square in the eyes. 

“My name is BoRte, stranger,” she said in a 
squeak. ‘"Who are you? I get the feeling 
I have met you before. I never forget a snout! ” 

She was ‘i(jht! I had already met Borte and 
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I’m Sorry, I’m 



Not a Shaman! 



Genghis Khan on my last journey 
through time." It was only for a 
moment, but she had made a big 
impression. 

I was so Agitated that I 
responded without thinking. 
“Yes, we've already met, very 
briefly. My name is Geronimu 




Khan! And this is Maya and Wild Willie ...” 
Roborat-8 pinched my ear. “Careful, 


Geronimoid! Khan 

means 'leader’ . . . 
which means this 
could get Ugly ! ” 
Borte was already 
eyeing me suspiciously. 
“Khan? Are you the 
leader of a tribe?” 
“Um, not quite . . . 


Khan 

Khan is an ancient Mongol 
title. Originally it meant 
“leader,** but after 
Genghis Khan*s conquests, 
the term was used to 
describe sovereigns of 
the kingdoms that his 
empire was divided into. 
The title Genghis Khan 
meant “Universal Ruler.** 
Genghis Khan's true name 
was Terniijin. 


"'Read all about it in my book The Race Against Timel 











































































I’m Sorry, I’m 



Not a Shaman! 


er, I said Khan, because where Fm from I — I 
am a leader ...” I stammered. 

She interrupted me. “Say no more, I get it! You 
are a sh<tra<an — no, a head shaman!” 

“Well, Fm not a shaman, either. I am a U)^utcA 
and a rawclcr!” I said. 

“I see. You would be a great ADVISOR for my 

Temujin!” Borte exclaimed. 

A tall rodent stepped forward, scowling. He 
had bUSiy black eyebrows and two dark eyes 
that shot me a look as sharp as a cheese knife. 
He was wearing a wolf tooth necklace, which 
clinked when he moved. 

He Cf me, looking me up and down 

from my whiskers to my tail. It was a look of 

jealousy ... no, hostility ... no, WICKEDNESS! 

He turned to Borte. “You want this little rat 
here to be an advisor? With that Si^ snout?” 
he grumbled. “Tell me now, what do WQO know 
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I’m Sorry, I’m 


Not a Shaman! 




how to do?” he demanded. 

“Silence, Malefian Khan!” Borte snapped. 

But he turned his back to me and thundered, 
“Only I am the AfiCUnCUv of this tribe and the 
leader of all the Mongol shamans. Only I shall be 
the personal advisor to Genghis Khan! Mouse 
from faraway lands, do you see this uiolf tooth 
necklace? It was given to me by the Great Khan 
himself, with his own paws! ” Then he lowered his 
squeak and hissed, “You’ll Never take my place, 
rat! I won’t let you!” 















I Will Be Loyal, 
Great Khan! 


I was going to answer that I had 
of taking his spot as advisor, nor as shaman, 
since I wasn’t a shaman! But Borte ended the 
conversation by striding away, signaling for us 

to follow her She headed toward an 
encampment of round tents on the steppe. 
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I Will Be Loyal, 


Great Khan! 


The setting sun lit up the patches of SflCfW 
beginning to melt. Spring was right around the 
comer! 

“Those are Geronimoid!” Roborat-8 

whispered in my ear. “They are the typical tents 
of the nomadic tribes on the steppe . . .” Then 
he began to bombard me with lllhuki'IH lull. 
“Listen up, Geronimoid, and you might learn 
something! You need this information! Good 
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tic 


A ger, or yurt, is a traditional, tentlike Mongol 
dwelling with a structure that was easy to take apart 
and put back together, it was erected with wooden 
poles, which were then covered with skins or thick 
cloths. When it was time for the Mongols to change 
grazing locations, they would load up the gers on 
carts and move them. 

A^erwas supported by khana, a series of circular 
wooden frames. The roof was made of a tono 
(dome) and uni (long wooden beams). It was 
supported in the center by two poles, called bagana. 
The entire ger was covered in felt made of wool 
from goats, yaks, or sheep. 

The khalga (door) was made of decorated wood, 
and it always pointed southward. 

[ The areas inside the ger had specific meanings: the 


spot of honor was 
positioned to the 
north. The west 
side was for the 
men, and the east 
side was for 
the women. In the 
center was the 
stove, the center 
of family life. 
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I Will Be Loyal, 


Great Khan! 



Once more, I regretted the fact that Roborat-8 
didn’t have an OFF switch to power him down. 
He was yammering on and on, and I was sure 
BoRte would hear him. Desperate, I whispered, 
“That’s absolutely fascinating. But now, please, 


be quiet r 

I was on the verge of IXFLOPlMG 
with impatience when Roborat-8 abruptly fell 

silent. We had arrived in front of a ger that was 
larger than the others. 

Borte opened the ©mate, brightly colored 
door and entered. We followed her inside, where 
a mouse was seated on a sort of couch in the 
northernmost part of the ger. It was he: 
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Roof beams 
(uni) 


Genghis Khan 


































































I Will Be Loyal, Great Khan! 


We waited in silence while ail types of rodents — 
young mice and old, males and females, soldiers 
and generals—passed before GeagfitSKfiaa, 
turning to him for advice, protection, and justice. 

I admired the peitieo.ce with which he 
listened to everyone, as well as the wisdom with 
which he responded. He was truly a great 
leader, and not just because of his abilities in 
combat! 

When the last of his subjects had passed before 
him, Borte squeaked in his ear. I could only make 

out a few words: ■psss-b . . . shaman . . . 

writer ... advisor ... What do you say, Temiijin?” 

The Great Khan reflected at length. He 
S ftRED at me with an intense gaze. Then 
he stroked his long “Approach, mouse!” 

he said. “You say you are a writer and a traveler, 
yet when my wife and I met you the first time you 

disappeared suddenly." How did you do that?” 


*In The Race Against Time, I fled suddenly from Genghis 
Khan in the Paw Pro Portal. 






I Will Be Loyal, 


Great Khan! 


I bowed so low my whiskers hit the ground. 

“Great Genghis, this must remain my SECRET. 

I cannot reveal it to you,” I answered. 

Genghis exchanged a knowing glance with 
Borte. “I understand and respect your secret. But 
are you ready to swear your loyalty to me? 
Know that I tolerate neither betrayal nor lies!” 

“I will be loyal, Great Kftaa !” I exclaimed. 

At that point. Wild Willie squeaked up. 
“Great Khan, we are Wild Willie and Maya. We 
accompany Geronimu on his journey, and we will 
also be LOYAL to you!” 










You’re Getting 
Sleepy . . . Very, 
Very Sleeeeeepy . . . 



Genghis Khan nodded in satisfaction. ‘"Mongols, 
here are two new fighters and here is Geronimu 
Khan! I name him my personal advisor, like 
Malefian.” 

“Lo* 9 live ^jev-onirnu JvhaiJ” everyone cried. 
Everyone, that is, but Malefian. “"Long live’?” 
he hissed. “Not if I have anything to say about 

it. May he fllfOp dCfld right 
now!” He shot me a 

IF JEW look, 

“I challenge you, 
Geronimu!” 

“You disappoint 

me, Malefian,” said 
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You’re Getting 


Sleepy . . . 



the Great Khan, sighing. “I hoped you would 
collaborate with him, but if you want to challenge 
him ... let the duel begin!” 

Greasy cat guts, I was in TROUBLE ! I pretended 
to scratch my snout and Roborat-8, who 

was hiding under my hat. “Now you decide to be 
quiet? Come on, say something! Give me an idea, 
or this time it’s ‘good-bye, world’ for sure!” 

“Ah, so now you want me to talk?” the little 

robot muttered. How convenient! First you 

tell me to shut my snout, then you tell me to talk, 
or else. Make up your mind!” 

I groaned. “Talk as much as you want to, okay? 
Just get me out of this mess!” 

Roborat-8 chuckled. “Hbb, Hbb, Hbb! Perfect! 
From now on, Fll chatter like a chipmunk. And 
you can’t stop me!” 

I didn’t have time to respond. Malefian was 
removing his wolf tooth pendant from his neck 
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You’re Getting 


Sleepy . . . 






You are sleeeepppyyy * * 

and SviUi#n$ it before my 
eyes. 

“Look me in the eyes . . . 
Geeeeronimu Khaaaaan, you’re 

getting sleepy, sleeepy... 

veeeeery sleeeepy . . he 

said. 

A deep tiredness was slowly 
coming over me. I murmured, 

“Yes, I’m Sleepy • * * 

sleeeepY * *' s,eee py... 

so sleeeeeeepy .. 

ttcir &ZZZ t mi nzzz 
ran Itzzz tan TTTTZ 

TLTtX VLTVl Wi 

tan TZTTT nrn *TITZ 

I was just falling totally asleep, 
when I felt a sharp pinch on 






Sleepy . . . 


You’re Getting 



my ear. It was Roborat-8. “Wake up, Geronimoid! 
What are you doing, falling asleep in the middle of 
a duel? Come on, well use this!” 

He pulled a superpowerful lasep from one of 
his secret compartments. Then he lifted the edges 
of my hat and pointed a ray of BUNDING 
light right at Malefian! 

“Ooohhhhhhhhhh!” the crowd cried. 








You’re Getting 


Sleepy . . . 




The shaman stumbled. “ Saueak! I must admit, 
you’re good, rat,” he yelled. “But this isn’t over!” 

He turned away from me for a moment and 
then turned back with a TERRIFYING mask 
over his snout. It scared the cheese out of me! 

about to faint from fright. 
But Roborat-8 was ready. He sprayed a 
stream of freezing water at Malefian. “Let me 
take care of him!” he cried. And with that, he 
projected a hologram of a T. — a giant 

dinosaur — right in front of us! 












You’re Getting 


Sleepy . . . 
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You’re Getting 


Sleepy . . . 



Everyone began to scream. “ £ |Jjp | Have 

mercy!” 

'How did he do that?” 

'Geronimu is really powerful!” 

: He made a giant WIOHStcr appear! It looks 
like a dragon! What is it?”* 

Malefian turned OUQB than the steppe 
after a new snow. He stayed in place, fixing his 
lightning gaze at me. Then he pulled a handful of 


a i 


a A 


441 



*The Mongol people didn't know about the existence of 
prehistoric animals. 







You’re Getting 


Sleepy . . . 




liSt out of his shoulder bag and threw it into 
the fireplace. 

A cloud of green smoke rose 

from the fire. 

From under my fur hat, Roborat-8 snorted. 
“What a cheap trick! Okay, Geronimoid, do as I 
say. On the count of three, step away from 
Malefian, got it?” 

Then he whispered, “One, two . . . three!” 

I jumped far from Malefian as Roborat-8 shot 

a fliLTI 1 


laser at him. It 


singed the shaman’s whiskers! 
















Well Done? 
Who, Me?! 


All the Mongols snickered. “Ha, ha, hal 
Geronimu scorched the shaman’s whiskers!” 

Now Malefian was MKDDER than a cat 
with a bad case of fleas. He grabbed a huge club 
and began chasing after me, yelling, “I’ll teach you 
to challenge the only true shaman and advisor to 
Genghis Khan! Since none of my tricks have 





Well Done? 


Who, Me?! 



worked yet, you leave me no choice. I will use 
an old tried-and-true method! I will |DQ$h you 
like millet! I will SnSp your little bones like 
toothpicks! I will line my boots with your fur — 
that way I’ll cru$h you with every step I take!” 

-HEEEEEEELP! I yelled. 

All the Mongols were bent over with LAUGHTER. 
“Look at those two FIGHTING like cats and rats! 
Let’s see who will win! ” 


Get 

V\ef e * 











Well Done? Who, Me?! 


“Come on, you can do it, Geronimo!” Maya 
urged me. 

“Rookie, fight like a REAL MOUSE! 
Use those muscles!” Wild Willie shouted. 

Malefian was about to grab me, when Genghis 
Khan got to his paws. STOP , Malefian, this 
isn’t right!” he thundered in outrage. “I will not 
allow you to commit this iNjumce in 
front of me, and in my ger , no less! A true shaman 
doesn’t have to attack using force. Your behavior 
shows that you are not a trustworthy advisor!” 

When he heard the Great Khan squeak, 
Malefian stopped short. He took off the 
TOOTH necklace, the symbol of his position, 
and pawed it to me. 

“Here, rat. This is yours now. But I will get my 
revenge — oh, I will get my revenge! ” 

Cold SW63t began to drip from my whiskers. 
Without meaning to, I had made a terrible enemy! 
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Well Done? Who, Me?! 


“Mongols, honor Geronimu, Genghis Khan’s 
new advisor!” Borte shouted. 

I bou)eol down until my whiskers grazed the 
ground. “Thank you. This is such an HOIVJO^! ” 
Maya patted me on the back (which almost 
made me topple over). WELL PDNEf You did 
a pretty good job in that duel!” she said. 

“Well done? Who, m-me?!” I stammered. 
“You’re welcome — I mean, thanks! Honestly, it 
was pure LUCK. $ 

“Tell the truth, Geronimoid, it was all thanks to 













Well Done? Who, Me?! 


me! If it hadn’t been for me, you’d be CRT CHOU 
by now!” Roborat-8 yelled. 

My fur turned redder than a tomato. Fortunately, 
everyone’s attention was on GeagftiS Kftaa. 
“Now that the wicked shaman has gone and peace 
has returned, everyone must return to his or her 
own gerR he proclaimed. “We need to complete 
our arrangements for Tsagaan Sar, 

which we will celebrate 

tomorrow!” 


Wild Willie, Maya, and I headed toward the 


Tsagaan Sar 
Tsagaan Sar is the feast 
of the Lunar New Year, 
marking the arrival of 
spring.The night before 
Tsagaan Sar is a moonless 
night, called Bituun, and 
then the new moon rises 
on the first day of the new 
year. On the eve of Tsagaan 
Sar, the Mongols wait for it 
by eating to their hearts* 
content.They believe that if 
they are hungry on this day, 
they will be hungry all year! 


EXIT of Genghis 

Khan’s tent like 
everyone else. Then 
a gentle paw touched 
my tail. 

It was Borte. 
“Geronimu, it’s dark 
out now. You and 




Well Done? Who, Me?! 


mamm 


White Food 


your friends should 

Stay for dinner! The Tsagaan Sar is also the 

feast of the white food.To 

night before the feast celebrate, the Mongols eat 

light-colored food, such as 

is called Bituun , the rice, milk, cheese, and buuz, 

. . , , , . which are steamed dum- 

moonless night, and it p | ings with goat or sheep 

is the custom of our clan 


meat. 


■■Hi 


to spend it feasting in the 
company of others. It brings good dwc(& for 
the New Year!” 

We thanked our host for the DDG^DTFQTFDQCn 
and made ourselves comfortable at the 
center of the ger along with Borte, Genghis 
Khan, and their children, Jochi, Ogedei, 
Chagatai, and Tolui. There were many 
white burning in the 

tent, and soon the scrumptious scent of 
tasty food filled the air. 

Borte served us delicious dishes: 

buuz , steamed dumplings filled with 



L 


buuz 


J 
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Well Done? Who, Ml?! 




mutton; rice; and then cheese — cheese after 


cheese! YUM/ 


“Do you smell that?” Genghis Khan said 
proudly. “They say that the smell of food keeps all 

the EVIL SPIRITS far from your home! ” 

He turned and gave Borte a look of pride. 
“Borte, you are an EXCEPTIONAL UilFE. You 
are my best friend and my most valued advisor, 
and you are also an cBTflclZilTIg cook!” 

Then he turned to us. “I have known Borte 
since we were children . I fought my first 
battle for her...” 

Then he began to tell us the story of his life. I 
couldn’t resist — I pulled out a notebook and 
a pen. ‘"Great Khan, may I write? I would love to 


tell the STORY of your life one day! 



He , pleased. “Write, write 


Geronimu!” Then he began squeaking. .* 

I started taking notes, but soon, I stopped. “Hey, 
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All these words were said to he actually spoken by 
Genghis Khan! 






I am from the barbaric north. I wear the same 
clothing and eat the same food as the cowherds 
and horse-herders. We make the same sacrifices 
and we share our riches. 


I look upon the nation as a newborn child, and 
I care for my soldiers as though they were my 

brothers... 


When it was wet, we bore the wet together, 
when it was cold, we bore the cold together. 


No friend is better than your own wise heart! 
Although there are many things you can rely 
no one is more reliable than yourself. 


on, 
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Well Done? Who, Me?! 


wait a sec . . . When was Genghis bom?” 

“Geronimoid, you are such a CH66$6bR9lN 
sometimes,” muttered Roborat-8. “He was born 

in 1162! The MOX'CiOI. CALENDAR is 

different than ours because it’s based on the cycle 


of the u£©©fi : . Oh, it’s a good thing Fm here to 
explain it all to you!” 

When Genghis Khan finished his story, Wild 
Willie and Maya began to squeak with him about 
BAIrtLtS, strategies, and combat techniques. 

The Great Khan was impressed by their 
interest in and KNOWLEDGE of warfare. 
He decided to put them in charge of a group of a 
hundred warriors. 

Meanwhile, I was writing feverishly, trying to 
put all the notes I had taken in order. Borte was 
gazing at her husband and Roborat-8 

was SNOOZING! in his perch under my fur 
hat. I could hear him snoring. 
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Well Done? Who, Me?! 


It was truly an unforgettable evening! 

It was close to midnight when we thanked 
Genghis Khan and Borte for the great honor and 
headed toward the only free ger in the village: the 
one that belonged to 7ttKliEFTKM. 

As we left, I saw Borte head toward the 
LtVEST»CK tent and leave three pieces of 
ice at the entrance. This was part of the tradition 
on that special night as well. 

















Bituun, the 
Darkest Night 


That night, everyone in the tribe slept peacefully. 

I was the only one rossuro and turnm 

✓ ’"a" :\ ^ k ; i . 1 

restlessly in my bed. 


* i • / 1 






Malefian’s tent seemed gloomy and oppressive. 

It was full of EERIE masks, herbs swaying in 

the breeze, and all kinds of spooky amulets. This 
ger had always belonged to the tribe shaman! 


Lying in that STRANGE tent, full of STRANGE 
objects, on that STRANGE moonless night, I felt a 

horrible homesickness. 

After an hour or so, I gave up on sleep and 
scurried out of the ger. Under that enormouse, 
Uarry sky, I felt terribly alone. 

For me, it really was Bituun , the darkest night! 
Thousands of raced through my 
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B ITU UN, THE 



Darkest Night 



mind. Would we be able to find Professor von 
Volt? Would I ever return home and hug my dear 
nephew Benjamin again? 

A lonely L&OA slid down my snout. I pulled 
out Benjamin’s picture and gazed at it. 

Roborat-8 slipped out of the ger and stood next 
to me. He extended his echsnicsl arm 
and pawed me a 


That mass of 
microcircuits really understood my feeling! 
“Oh how I wish my nephew Benjamin were 

here!” I said, sighing. “He 
always knows how to 
find the fun in any 
situation ...” 

“That’s so Sweet” 

said Roborat-8. “Would 
you like to see your nephew?” 
Of course! ” I cried. “But it’s 
impossible. He is so far away, 
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Bituun, the 



Darkest Night 


“Can I see his photo?” 
Roborat-8 asked. 


both in space and time.” 



“Of course. There, that’s 
Benjamin!” I responded, 
passing him the PHOTO 



Before I could squeak 
another word, he’d grabbed it and stuck it in 


one of his little DRAWERS. Immediately, the 



photo got sucked in 


sounded like a cross between a vacuum cleaner 
and a garbage disposal. 

“Hey, give me back my photo!” I cried. “That’s 
important to me!” 

Roborat-8 giggled. “Just wait, Geronimoid! 


ucc ucc ucc fa 

ncc. ncc. nr a 


ncc, ncc, ncci 
Then a strange green 



began to form 


around me . . . “Wh-what’s happening?” I 
stammered. “What are you d-d-doing?” 
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Bituun, the 


Darkest Night 


“Stop clucking like a chicken, mouse!” said 
Roborat-8. “It’s a bUR 

Out of the greenish fog two bright eyes suddenly 
appeared . . . two sweet ears . . . and a snout that 
I knew well! 

It was Benjamin! He was materializing before 
my eyes! Thundering cat tails, what a fabumouse 

£ur/ri££! 

“Hee, hee! Do you like my SOty>l#SE? 
Roborat-8 asked. 

I hugged Benjamin, who by now had 
ffliTIlffiiLfflllffil completely. 

I quickly checked that his tail in the right place. 

“Benjamin! Are you all right?” i asked. 










BlTUUN , THE 


Darkest Night 



“Yes, Uncle G! I’m a bit SUK&EM up, but 
I’m great!” cried my nephew, hugging me. “But 
tell me, what’s going on? Where are we? I was 

sleeping, when I felt a terrible itchiness, 

and then I was surrounded by a strange fog ...” 

I was about to explain, when, suddenly, a second 
little snout appeared out of the . It had curly 
black fur and two rascally dark eyes. 

“ ndU, %!” a high squeak cried. 










Bituun, the 


Darkest Night 


Wow, talk about a There she 

was . . . UUag&y, Benjamin’s mischievous 

best friend! 

“Holey cheese, how did I get here?” Bugsy 
exclaimed. “I was sleeping, when I felt something 
pull my fur. Then a green appeared 

everywhere. It was so scratchy!” 

“Roborat-8, what is she doing here?” I 
whispered. 
































Bituun, the 



Darkest Night 


“Hmm . . . this is STRANGE truly 
very strange!” he said. “The long-distance 
dematerializer never fails, but this is the first time 
I’ve used a photo to link to the specific space¬ 
fills coordinates for dematerialization. I must 
verify this at once. I hope I haven’t accidentally 
altered anything in the rematerialization 
formula ...” 

01 


PHOTO 


After a few minutes, he spit out my 
and held it up in satisfaction. “Ah, now I 
understand! Look here!” 

Only then did I notice 
that in a CORNER 
of the photo, there 
was an unmistakable tuft 
of CUlPly fur — it was 
Bugsy! That’s why she had 
rematerialized in the time of Genghis Khan, too. 

Bugsy was still looking around in COIlfUSiOfl. 
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BlTUUN , THE 


Darkest Night 


But after a moment, she’d started chatting again. 

“Hmm . . . judging by the round tents and the 
cold and those guards with long, droopy whiskers 
running this way, I would say that ... we are in 

Mongolia during Genghis Khan’s time!” 

She paused for a moment. “Right? Huh? Am I 
right, Uncle G? Am I GOOD or what?” 

At that moment, I realized something. Rotten 
rat’s teeth! Now there would be ( of them 
chattering and chatting nonstop: Roborat-8 and 
Bugsy! 

“Rancid ricotta, poor old me! 

Soon, two of Genghis Khan’s enormouse 

guards were asking QUESTIONS about 

where Benjamin and Bugsy had come from. They 
seemed very suspicious. 

“Stranger, you may be Genghis Khan’s new 
advisor and Borte’s friend, but we don’t like your 
r the first one thundered threateningly. 
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BlTUUN , THE 



Darkest Night 


“We are watching you, understand?” 

And they advanced toward me, swinging their 
swords: 

ZIP! Zing! SWISH! Zip! 

Luckily, Wild Willie and Maya arrived just in 
time to save me with some SQCTQt martial arts 
moves! The guards went right to sleep. 

Wild Willie soon realized that two SMALL 
rodents he knew well had joined us. “Benjamin! 
Bugsy! What are you doing here?” 

“Well, we couldn’t miss this QcjV^TltLLr^!” 
Benjamin joked. 


“Roborat-8 used our 


PHOTO 


to bring us 


here,” Bugsy Wugsy explained. “Cool, right?” 
Then she turned to Maya. “I don’t think I’ve met 
you!” 

“I’m Wild Willie’s cousin,” Maya 

said, shaking Bugsy’s paw. “I think we’re going 
to make a great team! ” 
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Tsagaan Sar, 
the Day of the 
White Moon 


We had just curled up our tails in bed again, when 
a loud squeak echoed through the ger. “Geronimu 
Khan, mKf , the festivities have begun!” 

I jumped up. “Huh? What fGStiVltiBS? And 
who in the name of cheese is Geronimu?” Then I 
remembered that I was Geronimu Khan and that 
I had spent the night in a ger\ 

It was Borte’s cousin who’d woken me so 
abruptly. “Quick, Geronimu, you’re the LAS) I 
ONE! You need to take a BATHi 

'But... I bathed yesterday!” I protested. 

'It doesn’t matter! You’ll do it again!” 

She was relentless about making sure I had 
myself well (even behind my ears!), and 


til 


«i 
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TsAGAAN SaR , THE DAY OF THE WHITE MOON 


then she made sure 
I wore the right 
outfit (a white cleel). 
Last, she pawed me 
a few soft blue silk 
scarves. “These are 

for exchanging good 
wishes! You must start 



Tsagaan Sar and 
the Color White 
Tsagaan means “white” and 
the color is important to 
the Mongols. It is a symbol 
of purity and happiness. 
According to tradition, 
offering or wearing 
something white during 
the festival will ensure a 
successful new year. 


with the OLDEST rodents, whom we Mongols 


honor on this occasion. 


“Remember to g^LClb the paws of the elderly 


at the elbow, just like I’m doing,” she continued. 

“And make sure you use the right GreetiNG 
















Tsagaan Sar, the Day 


of the White Moon 


with everyone. ‘Daaga dalantai byaruu bulchintai, 
sureg mal targan orov uu?’ means 'How are your 
animals? How did they manage the winter? Are 
they fat enough?’ But if you turn to an elderly 
rodent, you must greet them with the special 
greeting for elders: ‘Amur baina uu?’” 

I listened carefully and wrote down the phrases 
to M0M°R?Z0 them. She made me repeat them 
a dozen times, to be sure I pronounced them 
correctly. 

The entire tribe had begun preparing for the 
feast. Some were li t hi II , some were already 
lighting the first f if 3 of the year, and some were 
leaving to go?^KX on the sacred mountain. Some 
were visiting the ger of relatives and friends for 
the traditional greeting GeiressfiCDiniy. 

I decided it was time to try to find out where 
Professor von Volt was, and scurried over to Wild 
Willie, Maya, Benjamin, and Bugsy. 
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sE*c?bath! 


















































































A Surprise Attack! 


When I reached my friends, I hastily explained 
my plan. “We need to visit iff!; the tents in 
the encampment, starting with the eldest rodents, 
and ask for MEVIS of the professor!” 

“Good idea, rookie!” Wild Willie approved. 
“This is the first time Fve ever heard you propose 
a SENSIBLE plan.” 
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A Surprise 



Attack! 


Maya smiled at me. “Yes, I agree. This is the 
second time since we began our trip that you have 

■railed to disappoint me!” 

I didn’t know whether to consider that a 

or not, but it was the nicest 
thing Maya had ever said to me. Naturally, I turned 
as red as toifYUkto &CWJLC& on cheese pizza. 

Bugsy noticed right away. “Uncle G, you’re 
bright red! I think you have a crush on Ma —” 

I quickly covered her snout. “I don’t have a 

crush on anyone, got it?!” I whispered in her ear. 
“Calm down, Uncle G, I won’t tell anyone who 


you have a CRtytiiS H on,” she replied. “I don’t 


have to! It’s totally obvious you have a crush on 
Ma —” 

Luckily, Benjamin came to my rescue. “What 
are you two squeaking about? We need a 


P I C T u|R|ET 


to see if anyone’s seen him.” 


of the professor to show everyone 
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A Surprise 



? Attack! 


“Do you have a Q 


HlO 


of professor 


von Volt in your memory?” I asked Roborat-8. 

“No, I don’t have any pictures of the 
professor,” he said regretfully. “He doesn’t like 
being photographed, otherwise I would have 
Pern ate Mali zed him right away and we 
would never have had to leave on this journey.” 

“Bugsy and I can take care of it,” Benjamin said. 


“We are the best 



in our class. 


Well try to sketch the professor . . .” 

He immediately took a piece of birch DDflBK 
and a burnt stick and got to work. After a few 
minutes, he and Bugsy proudly showed us their 



work 














A Surprise 


Vv 


' Attack! 



Well, Roborat-8 definitely wouldn’t have 
been able to Pematerialize Professor von 
Volt with Benjamin and Bugsy’s sketch. But the 
picture was a good enough likeness that at 
least we could show the image to the mice of the 
village and see if our friend had passed through. 

I put the drawing in my sack, and we began 
our SEARCH. We spent all day visiting gers, 
chatting and eating delicious traditional plates. 
We tried buuz and many foods like 

yogurt and cheese — my favorite! 

We showed everyone the sketch, but 
unfortunately we found 10 trace of the professor. 
No one seemed to have seen him! 

Only toward the end of the day did an older 
rodent have good news for us. She said the sketch 
looked like a MGRCHaNt who had come to barter 
his wares a few days earlier. 

Was the mouse she’d seen Professor von Volt? 
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A Surprise 



Attack! 


Cheesecake! It was hard to say . . . 
The Mongols were very kind to us, but at the 
end of the day, we were DRAINED , discouraged, 
and our tummies were very full. guuuR?’ 

We dragged ourselves to our ger. I changed my 
clothes, and we fell sound asleep! 

Iiimxiwnin- 












A Surprise 



^ Attack! 


A little while later, I woke up feeling restless. 
The whole village was in a mm, but there 

was a strange silence on the steppe. 

I stole out of the tent and went to see Genghis 
Khan, Borte, and the Mongol generals. They were 
still awake, studying a map drawn on leather. 

“Come, Geronimu, give us your advice,” Borte 
called to me. “Today a messenger came to warn us 
of an enemy horde marching toward our village.” 
“Oh no! When will they attack?” I asked. 
Genghis Khan showed me the map. “It depends. 
If the enemies took the S3if&st route, they 
will be here in a week. If they take the shortest 
route, they will be here in two days ...” 

I pointed to another road that was barely 
iJ/I&XaJmxL on the map. “And if they took this 
third route?” 

Genghis shook his snout. “That’s ifHP055ll)l6. We 
are the only ones who know of it.” 
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A Surprise 


vx 


A Attack! 



Just then a terrible SCT63 H tore through the 
night, followed by a tremendous wailing. It was the 
BATTLE cry of the enemy! They were swooping 
down on the defenseless village like a pack of 
hungry cats on a herd of sleeping mouselings. 

“Betrayal!” Genghis Khan shouted. “Someone 


has revealed our SlEdRIET ROtXlTlE to 


our enemies!” 

The Great Khan and his generals darted out of 
the tent, drawing their mm. In a flash, Wild 
Willie and Maya joined them. Soon, they were 
boldly fighting side by side. 

Genghis’s warriors were sleepy and unprepared 
to face the attaclc. They grabbed their 
weapons to try to defend their families. But the 
disadvantages of being taken by surprise were 
too great to be overcome by courage alone. 

I quickly reached Benjamin and Bugsy, ready to 
DereiuD Menu with my life. It was then that 
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A Surprise 



Attack! 


I discovered who had betrayed the rodents of the 
village. 

There, lined up in the enemy’s front lines, right 
next to the enemy general, was the evil Malefian! 
As soon as he saw me, Malefian cackled. “The 

time has come for revenge, Geronimu! I 

will slice up your whiskers and mangle your tail. I 
will turn you into mouse meatballs!” 

I needed an attack plan, and fast! But I was 

too TERRIFIED I couldn’t think straight! I 

began scrambling through the encampment, and 

Malefian FOLLOWED ME on horseback. 

i mm to avoid his blows. I could feel his 
sharp blade brush past my tail. Swish! 

I closed my eyes, waiting for the blow that would 
take off my tail forever, and yelled desperately, 








Disco Effect, 
Activate ! 


Just when I thought all was lost, something 
unexpected happened, k BURNi~8 jumped out 
from behind a chest he’d been using as a hiding 
spot and shouted: 


THIS HI, RCWRTE! DISCO EFFECT. FtCTIRFtTE! 













Disco Effect, 


Activate ! 




Suddenly, a wild dance party began! Roborat- 
8’s drawers began projecting streams of 
COLORED light in the sky, and loud music 

BLASTED. 

I recognized the tune right away. It was the latest 
hit from the most popular rock group in New 

Mouse City, the HtoMfirag cilseese, 

Benjamin and Bugsy’s £3 VO Rite band. The 
effect was so deafening that the enemy troops 
immediately retreated in confusion. They were 
terrified by the piercing shrieks of the lead 
singer. 














Disco Effect, 



b 


Activate ! 


When the drum solo began, the enemies really 
hustled. The song’s loud bass line made them 

think we were much stronger than they 

were! It sounded like the pounding of millions of 
paws. The enemy even left the cart with all their 
booty on the battlefield. 

“Vitiory! The enemy is Fleeing!” 

Genghis Khan’s troops cried. 

I hugged Benjamin, Bugsy, and Roborat-8. It 
was thanks to them that I wasn’t mousemeat! The 
three of them exchanged high fives, and cheered, 

WE DID IT/ WE ARE fO TOUGH/ 

The three of them had become fast friends. It 
warmed my heart! 

Genghis Khan congratulated us. “May you have 
long lives, warriors! But tell me, where did you 

learn such a TERRIFYING combat technique?” 

“Umm . . . actually, in our that 

isn’t a combat technique,” I responded, a bit 
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Disco Effect, 



Activate ! 


embarrassed. “Our mouselings ad©T£'it. They 
think it’s music.” 

He shook his snout. “I respect the customs of 
other rodents, but I must say, your music is totally 


I burst out laughing. “I agree, Great Khan, 
it is the kind of music that bursts your eardrums 
and pierces your brain. When I hear it, I feel 
like your enemies: It makes me want to 


r 


Genghis Khan laughed. “Well, thank you, 
friends. It is because of you we are still ALIVE! 
You must receive your share of the bounty.” 

I bowed until my whiskers grazed the ground. 
“Great Genghis, I appreciate your generosity, but 
I prefer not to accept my share of the spoils. I will 

DONATE it to those who are more needy than I. ” 

My friends agreed. “Thank you, Great Khan, 
but we don't need it, either.” 
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Disco Effect, 



Activate! 


Genghis Khan nodded, pleased. Then he gave 
the order to divvy up the SPOILS . Everyone in 
his group got a part of the bounty. 

Among the furs, shields, lances, clothes, and 
jewels, a small, IE Cr .A- % @ ] jf wooden 

chest stood out. It held the jewels of the wife of 
the enemy leader. Genghis Khan wanted only that 
small chest to offer as a gift to Borte. 

“This is for you, my courageous wife!” he said. 



z 


opat/v*. 




























Disco Effect, 




Activate! 


Borte opened it with a ^IxcJfL of her 

sword. Soon she was pulling out shell necklaces, 
silver j€uu€lry>, and ... a precious mirror! 

I recognized it immediately. It was 

CLEOPATRA'S MIRROR! 

“What is this?” Borte asked, 



curious. 

“it is a most precious 

mirror,” I responded. “It comes 
from ancient Egypt and belonged to 
Cleopatra, a great queen.” 

“I have never seen such a finely decorated 
mirror,” Borte exclaimed. “What a strange 
coincidence . . . Just a few days ago, a traveling 
merchant passed through our VILLAGE and 
asked if I had a mirror with a precious handle. 
That rodent had a Si T9 [10 6 accent and an ODD 
way of behaving, just like you. And just like you 
he wore a strange, clear butterfly* on his nose 


*Borte is talking about Geronimo’s glasses. The Mongols 
didn't know what they were. 




Disco Effect, 



Activate ! 


i slapped myself on the snout. That was surely 
Professor von Volt! He had reached the village 
too early, before the mirror reached Borte. Then 
maybe he’d tried to find it with Genghis Khan’s 
enemies, but hadn’t reached them in time, either. 
Who knew mi — or WHEN - - the 

professor was now? Probably in the time of Dante 
and Beatrice in Florence, Italy, in 1283. Beatrice 
Portinari was the third mouselet to possess this 
FREC10yI object! 













Disco Effect, 


Activate ! 


I winked at my friends and beckoned them. It 

was time to goi 

We let the Mongols know that we needed to 
leave. Borte turned to me. “You're leaving so 
suddenly, Geronimu. But you will 
right?" Her squeak was full of feeling. 

“Who knows?" I replied. “Maybe one day we 
will see each other again! GOOD-BYE, Borte! 
GOOD-BYE, Genghis Khan! It was lovely 
seeing you again!" 

Then my friends and I scampered away. We 
reached a hidden clearing, where we returned the 

TAIL TRANSPORTER to its regular size. 

As soon as we were onboard, Roborat-8 
punched in the coordinates for the next stop: 

Florence: 1283! 

With a loud bang, the Rat-o-Ray started up 
again . . . and again I felt itchy all over. We were 
dematerializing! 
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Absolutely 

fabumouse! 

























































Moldy mozzarella, check out the refined fashions 
of the medieval rodents! 

Long, lavish clothes that were richly decorated 
with embroidery — now that was high fashion! 
Plus, cloaks, doublets, velvet tunics ... how stylish! 

















SHOES: Shoes in the Middle 
Ages were long and pointy. 
Some were so pointy that 
they were double the length 
of the foot of the person 
wearing them! 


HATS: Bonnets, caps, 
hats ... in the Middle 
Ages, hats were truly a 
fashion essential. 


CLOAKS: Both 
men and women 
wore cloaks, often 
with a hood. 


Our c/o+hes are 
super cohfor+at>le.' 


BAGS: Bags of all shapes 
completed both women’s 
and men’s outfits. They 
could be made of fabric 
or leather. 











Lizard Green, 
Apple Green ... or 
Vomit Green? 


The golden sphere rematerialized us a few 
moments later. 

I felt the usual ItCMfiS all over my fur, but I 
was starting to get used to it. Just to be certain, I 
checked that my nose, tail, and ears were in the 
■~i€J place . . . you never know! 

Benjamin and Bugsy JhjtjlScJ. 

“What a funny feeling! That was better than a 
ride at an alfacWfCIfaCftt far IQ ” Bugsy said. 

“Yeah, it was just like a trip to Ratty Potter 
World!” Benjamin agreed. 

Maya and Wild Willie were VmtTVRUO 
as always. I, on the other paw, felt a wave of 

nausea, reminding me of being on a boat. 
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Lizard Green . . . 



or Vomit Green? 


The Tail Transporter was swaying 
gently back and forth. Yes, it was 
just like being seasick! And I can 
assure you that I know quite a bit 
about 

Maya looked at me for a moment. 
“Geronimo, you know you’re 
turning a UMD <m color?” 

“No, no, I think it’s more of an 
%T-Ppt$” Wild Willie argued. 



Then Roborat-8 butted in. “No, no, no, it’s 

vomit green! H ee , h ee , h ee r 

As the three of them discussed the exact m 
of my fur, I threw open the door of the Tail 
Transporter and looked outside. 

My £¥£$ opened wider than a wheel of Gouda. 
Cheese niblets, I was right to be seasick ... or 
should I say, R%V£R~$XCKl 
The Tail Transporter was floating along a river 
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Lizard Green . . . 


or Vomit Green? 



running through the lush countryside. 

Roborat-8 peeked out behind me and scanned 
the landscape. “By triangulating, taking into 
consideration the debris accumulation and the 

rotation of the earth, then subtracting 

my birthday and cubing the length of Professor 
von VoIPs tail, plus the size of Dewey’s shoes . . . 
I can say definitively that this river is, without a 
doubt, the Arno ! We have arrived!” 

“I don’t care if it’s the Arno or the Amazon, 
just get me out Of it!" I cried. 


I began to row with my ga CB a MJ S . A few 
minutes later, the current had washed us onto a 
ROCKV' little beach. 


I sprawled on the ground as my friends jumped 
out eagerly. 

After a minute or two, Maya id me with a 
leaf. “Poor Geronimo, you’re so weak... you have 
to be delicate to suffer from river-sickness!” 
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Lizard Green . . . 


or Vomit Green? 


I was thrilled she was taking care of me, but I 
was osWomeA to look like such a weakling. 
So I scrambled unsteadily to my paws. 

“Oh, I'm better already ... It must’ve been that 
huge mountain of cheese I ate yesterday.” 

Luckily, everyone was busy reshaping their 
clothes into nediev^l styles, and no one noticed 
I’d turned redder than a boiled lobster. Would my 
embarrassment never end? 

* 

When we were ready, we SCUTrlcd along the 
riverbank. Soon we reached a road. 

I looked around. “How lucky for us — a wagon 
is coming!” I cried. 
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Lizard Green . . . 


or Vomit Green? 



But a few seconds later, the wind brought a 
dreadful smell our way. “What a stench! 
It’s a wagon filled with IDQUUrC!” I exclaimed, 
disappointed. 

But I plugged my nose and asked the driver, 
“Exguse me, bwhat’s the best bway to bet to 
Flborence?” 

The rodent driving the looked at 

me, confused. “Oh, hello, stranger! You must 
be coming from very far away if you don’t know 
where Florence is! 

Either that, or you’re 
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Lizard Green . . . 


or Vomit Green? 


a bunch of ctjeeSebRaiNS 

Then he looked me over from paw to snout. 
“Yup, cheesebrains it is! But actually, we — my 
mule and I — are going to florence. Do you want 
a lift?” 

I really didn’t want to get on a wagon filled with 
manure! But Wild Willie exclaimed, “Thanks 
a lot!” He and Maya jumped on the mule, 
Benjamin and Bugsy sat next to the driver, and 
I was forced to climb in the back, right into the 
stinky 11131111^8! Ugh! Roborat-8 perched on 
my head. 

And that’s how we traveled, with that terrible 
Stench, until dawn the next day, when we finally 
reached Florence. 

As soon as I got off the wagon, I jumped into a 
big fountain to get the stink out of my fur. 

“How will we find Beatrice, Dante’s beloved?” I 
asked, IfVSFFifiSl “Professor von Volt must be 
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DANTE ALIGHIERI 

FIRST NAME: Dante 
LAST NAME: Alighieri 

PROFESSION: Great poet, author of The 
Divine Comedy 

KNOWN FOR: Dante was one of the 
greatest poets and philosophers of the Middle 
Ages. His work influenced and inspired 
writers and thinkers for centuries to come. 

HIS MOTTO: “By the love that moves the 
sun and the other stars” (The Divine Comedy 
ParadisoXXX III, 145) 

DISTINGUISHING TRAITS: A big nose and 
a red cape with a hood 




looking for her to make sure she has Cleopatra’s 


mirror. ” 

Roborat-8 giggled. Then he projected a THREE- 
DIMENSIONAL image of Dante in front of us. 

“Silly mouse. In 1285, Florence was a pretty 


small town. Finding the poet Dante will be as 
easy as cheddar pie! We’ll recognize him by his 
red cape. And if we find him, we’ll find her!” 

We searched Florence all morning. Around 
midday, Maya had an idea. “Let’s go to the top of 
a tower. We’ll see better from above.” 
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Cupid’s Arrows 


After admiring the city from above, we 
CLIMBED DOWN the tower stairs to 

continue looking for Dante. 

In the market square, we spotted a rodent 
dressed in and, behind her, a mouse 

dressed in red. It was the great poet A hie 
and his beloved, gt/aRlCt! 

We immediately made our way through the 
crowd to get close to them. Meanwhile, we tried 
to think of an (LQCXUJU&L to squeak with Dante. 

Wild Willie had an idea. “Let’s send Geronimo! 
As CUmL they will 

understand each other!” 

“Actually, Dante is a §R0A"|" P°0“|",” I 
protested. “I am just a journalist who —” 

But Maya had already agreed. “Great! Let’s 
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Cupid’s 


Arrows 





introduce him as an 
EOTEIST in something.” 


Cupid 

In Roman mythology, 

Cupid is a god who is often 
depicted as a young winged 

Roborat-8 snickered. boy. He has a bow and arrow, 

and is able to make anyone 

“Yes, yes, yes; Geronimo his arrows hit fall in love. 

111 r I I I I 

would be a perfect 



wv#f, A&YmWx He knows all 
about crushes and broken hearts.” 

“We could be a band of traveling performers 
called CHIP'S ARROWS! ” Benjamin put in. 

Immediately, Roborat-8 began pulling a flute, 
tambourine, and other instruments out of his 
drawers. “I will CAMOUI- LAGI: myself as a 
lute.'" Don’t worry if you don’t know how to play. 
I’ll worry about the music — you just fake it! ” 
Wild Willie pushed me forward, and I bumped 
into Dante, who was spying on his 
beloved Beatrice from behind a column. 

'What a way to act, sir!” Dante exclaimed. 
‘Umm, excuse me, sir ...” I mumbled. “My 




ui 


The lute is a stringed instrument that was popular in the 
Middle Ages. 








Cupid’s 


~ Arrows 


name is 






k I noticed 


that you are following Lady Beatrice. Are you 
perhaps looking to make her acquaintance?” 

The great poet blushed to the roots of his fur. 



Oh . . . you have discovered my MMJb, sir, 


he admitted. “You are very astute!” 

“Well, that is my — I mean, our job. We are 


the Cupid’s Arrows — a group of singers 


and musicians who specialize in sonnets, 
serenades, 1 strategies, and letters!” I 

explained. 

I began introducing my friends. “Williardone is 
the lute player. Lady Maya plays the flute. And 
Benjamino and Bugsina play the tambourine, and 
can also deliver your . And I, 

umm ... I sing! If you’d like, we can help you 
write a love letter that will MELT 
even the coldest of hearts.” 


Dante’s snout lit up with hope. 
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“Oooh . . . you are the mice for me! When can 
you get to work?” 

Height away, Dante, sir!” 

He sighed. ‘Tm desperate: I just can’t start a 
conversation with Lady Beatrice! When I see her, 
my tongue STICKS to the roof of my mouth, I 
turn BQB, my heart 3e&tS like crazy, and . . .” 

Maya put her paw on his shoulder. “I 
understand, friend: You have the classic 
symptoms of someone who is to 

Hav&rhm* 
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Cupid’s 


* Arrows 


“She’s right, and I would know,” I said. I began 
to explain to him the t&T\ of |oV€, 

and typical symptoms of each. 

Dante stared at me in admiration. “ m y 

compliments, sir, you are a true expert!” 

At that moment, Beatrice passed in front of us. 
She was walking through the streets of the city 
with her snout high and a dreamy air about 
her. She was dressed in gray and had braided 
blond fur She seemed to be floating two feet 
off the ground. 

Her sweet expression gave the impression that 
she had a sweet heart. 

Dante gazed at her for a moment, 
and then . . . ^Q.Ju7lhbcL\ 

Wild Willie grabbed him before 
he could bonk his snout on the 
ground. “Sir Dante, you are really 



a 


Mspe rate 


case! 


I ” 
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She doesn’t 
love me, I 
can tell! 

































Cupid’s 



Arrows 


Dante took us to his o-vm where he 
wrote his poetry. The room’s walls were lined 
with shelves packed with fxsj&kJL. He proudly 
showed us some illuminated manuscripts, 
including a valuable edition of Virgil’s AeneicL I 
was WONPCRfTRUCK with admiration. 

“Ahh, Virgil, what a sublime poet ...” Dante 
sighed. “I consider him my greatest t&OucAz .” 

As Dante and I began to compose a love 
poem, the others went beneath Beatrice’s balcony 
to practice their serenade. 
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Cupid’s 


* Arrows 



“I am so full of feeling that I can’t write a single 
line ...” Dante murmured. 

“Don’t worry! You just have a bit of 

I reassured him. “I’ll help you! Let’s 
see. What would you like to praise about your 
beloved?” 

He reflected. “Well, she’s kind and honest, and 
her VIRTUE enchants everyone who meets her.” 

I smiled. “Great, so write exactly that! Have 
faith in yourself, and you will see, you’ll write 
marvemouse love sonnets that will be 
remembered for centuries to come!” 

Comforted by my advice, he began to write: 

£o gentle and virtuous she appears, 

My lady, when greeting other people 
That every tongue tremblingly grows silent, 

And eyes do not dare gaze upon her ... * 

*This famous sonnet is part of Dante Alighieri’s "Vita Nuova.” 

It was written in homage to Beatrice. With these poetic verses, 
Dante says that his lady, Beatrice, is so gentle and so honest 
that all who see her are so struck by her sweetness that they go 
quiet and feel love spread throughout their own hearts. 




Cupid's 


* Arrows 



We worked for hours and hours as my friends 
practiced their serenade. Finally, we were ready 

for our mission. 

Dante urged us on. “Quick, let’s go to Beatrice’s 
balcony!” 

We arrived at sunset. “You see, Sir Dante, 
this moment is opportune. The sky is already 
painted Tecf, the color of love,” I said. 

Dante was full of feeling. But right at that 
moment, othesr SllitO^S arrived, each 
one accompanied by a group of musicians. 

“Don’t fear, Sir Dante, I’ll get rid of the 
competition!” Wild Willie exclaimed. He burst 
into the group of musicians, thundering, ■SCRAM. 
ROOKIES! We were here first and we will do the 

serenading!” 
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Enough of that 
Racket ! 


A window flew open, but instead of the 
delicate damsel Dante apoRep, a maid 


came out and poured a bucket of 
Water on top of our snouts! “Enough 
of that racket!” she shouted. Then she 
slammed the window down again. 
Dante began to sob. “Oh lf\000! 

All is lost!” 

Then the window opened again, 
and Beatrice looked out. 























Enough of 



> - that Racket! 


I recognized her, even though she was half 


hidden by the curtains. I squeaked up. 



written expressly for you by Sir Dante Alighieri!” 



Dante timidly stuck his snout out 


from a bush, stuttering, “Y-yes, i-i 
is I! I am Dante Alighieri!” 

Wild Willie started playing 
the lute, accompanied by Maya 
on the flute. They sounded 
amazing . . . until I noticed 
that they were actually just 

PRETENDING to play. Roborat-8 was 

transmitting the music through his speakers! 

I began to sing, trying to follow the tempo. “£o 

gentle and virtuous she appeeears .. 

After we finished, Beatrice smiled. Then she 
shut the curtains and disappeared. 

Dante was “Oh, dear, I wonder if 
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Enough of 



g that Racket! 



she liked the serenade? Or maybe . . . maybe she 

liked the SERENADE but she doesn’t like me..." 

Then he pulled me aside. “Tell me, Sir 
Geronimuccio, do you think I have a tong 
M©§©?” he whispered in my ear. 

I tried to respond in a very diplomatic way. 
“Sir Dante, that is not the point. You have great 
qualities of spirit and in"b6[[6C"b, and 
that’s what you need to count on!” 

“You’re serious?” he replied, looking 
encouraged. “And now what should I do? Tell 
me, since you are an expert in love ...” 

I thought for a moment. “I’ve got it! Tomorrow 
MORNlNg, I will take you to look for a nice 
GIFT for Beatrice. You will choose it from the 
mm and she’ll be sure to love it!” 

The next morning, Dante and I visited all the 
shops of Florence. 

“We could give her a RING . ..” he proposed. 
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Enough of 



- that Racket! 



“No, no, no!” I objected. “That’s too much — 
it could embarrass her.” 

“Then we could get her a ,” Dante 

suggested. 

“No, that would be like telling her she’s 
Stinkier than Gorgonzola,” I demurred. 

“Then how about an oil for her delicate 
complexion?” he suggested. 

“No, no! That would imply she has winfe 
Trust me, Sir Dante, never give a female rodent 
cream for her snout!” I exclaimed. 

“Okay, Geronimuccio, what do you say to 
a nice bouquet of OW ?” he suggested. 

“Hmm . . . too ordinary,” I protested. 

“How about a handkerchief?” 

he suggested. 

“No — that’s like asking her to cry!” I 
squeaked. 

Dante was getting EXASPERATED. 
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Enough of 


m 


that Racket! 


“So then, what do I give her?” 

“We need to keep looking. We will find the 
perfect gift for her. patient!” I counseled him. 
Just then, we passed by a shop with a sign that 

read: EXOTIC AND ANTIQUE OBJECTS 

We entered, and Dante pointed to something 
that was glimmering and S ? ! af £ on display. 
“What do you think of that? Would that work?” 

I recognized it immediately. It was CLEOPATRA'S 

MIRROR! 


Then I understood why we hadn’t encountered 
Professor von Volt in Florence. Once more, he’d 


































































Enough of 



that Racket! 


arrived faa early, before the object landed 
in Beatrice’s paws! He’d probably already left 
and was now waiting for us in the time of C^U66D 
Elizabeth I. she was the last rodent to possess 
the mirror! 

Dante pointed to the mirror again, distracting 
me from my thoughts. “So what do you say?” 

“It’s perfect!” I exclaimed enthusiastically. 

Dante bought the mirror. Before he could put it 
in a rosewood case, I quickly checked that Caesar’s 
IHBSSQtJ 6 for Cleopatra was still in the handle. 

Dante paired the gift with the sonnet he’d 
composed for Beatrice. We entrusted the case to 
Benjamin and Bugsy, who scurried to bring it to her. 













Enough of 



that Racket! 


When Dante positioned himself beneath 


BF/kTRXCr* window that evening, she finally 
emerged onto her balcony. 



murmured, 


holding the mirror in her paw, “but I especially 
enjoyed your words, Sir Dante!” 

At that point, Dante was so overcome that he 



! Wild Willie had to carry him home. 


“Beatrice ... oh, Beatrice ...” Dante repeated. 

It was time say good-bye to him — we were in a 
HURRY to get to Professor von Volt. 

When I gave him my paw, he leaned in close. 
“Sir Geronimuccio, before you go, can I ask you 
for another piece of 3cJViC€?” he asked me under 
his breath. “I have a new work in mind. It’s very 
interesting, but I don’t know what I should call it.” 

“The Divine Comedy?” i suggested. 

“Fabumouse!” he exclaimed. “That is precisely 
the title I was looking for! But I am missing the 
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Enough of 


g that Racket! 


words to start off with. Do you have any ideas?” 

i smiled under my whiskers, because The 
Divine Comedy is one of my favorite works. So I 
recited the beginning from memory: 

“Midway upon the journey of our life 
I found myself within a dark forest 
for the straightforward pathway had been lost.. 
Dante was thrilled. “Oh, thank you, Sir 
Geronimuccio: You really know your way around 
words. It s such a sHanfie you have to leave!” 

We said a/FccfflOr&af£ good-byes. Then 
we scurried out of Dante’s villa and into the 
night. Since it was dark, we brought the Tail 

Tpanspcpfep back to its original size 

right in the middle of the street. 

We all boarded, and Roborat-8 entered 
coordinates into the Rat-o-Ray for our next 
destination: London in 1595, during the reign 
of Elizabeth I! 
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p, we’re 
rializing' 




































Bows, Ribbons, 
Feathers, Lace, 
and Ruff! 


After a moment that seemed to last a lifetime, the 
bluish fog lifted. I felt the usual iichiness, a sign 
that I was rematerializing. As usual, I checked to 
make sure my tail was in the right place — you 
never know! 

As soon as we got OUT bearings, we began to shape 
our CLOtHlHg according to the English fashions 
of 1595, during the reign of Queen Elizabeth I. 

Roborat-8 began to pull out bows, ribbons, 
jewels, feathers, lace, a ruff/" and powdered wigs! 

Meanwhile, he was out orders. 

“Make that cuff bigger, Wild Willie! Geronimo, 
make those breeches shorter! Make that skirt 
wider, Maya! No, wider!” 

*A ruff is a folded, wheel-shaped collar that was worn 
by both men and women in Elizabethan times. 



Bows, Ribbons, 



| Lace, and Ruff! 


He projected images of the fashion of the time 
taken from Then he began 

giving us detailed instructions on court etiquette. 
He went on and on about bowing and curtsying, 
and he made us practice everything. 

“Bend that knee more, Stilton! Bugsy, smile a 
little sweeter, and keep your eyes down!” 

“Me? Eyes down?! No way!” she protested. 

Finally, Roborat-8 gave us a WARDING. 
“Remember, every time someone says the word 
1(1160"':::, you must put your paw over your 
heart and exclaim, ‘LOfllj liVC thC QUCCH!”’ 

After putting on a corset and a skirt as 
p0)0)(Fy as a hot air balloon, Maya decided 
she’d had enough. “Ugh! I’m suffocating! I have 
no intention of staying imprisoned inside this . . . 
this thing . . . another second! This time, Tm 
disguising myself as a ientlemousei 

As she was squeaking, she reshaped her clothing 
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Eng fish Fashion 
of the Late 1500s 


What lavish clothing they wore in the 
late 1500s! During this period, English 
people were very elegant, but often very 
uncomfortable. Both men and women 
wore elaborate outfits decorated with 
brooches and clips.The typical lady's 
clothing consisted of a corset, a bodice, a 
ruff, and a wide hoop skirt.The men wore 
a doublet over their shirt, a ruff, an elegant 
jacket, and matching trunk hose, which 
were poofy pants that ended at the knee. 

Oh -Rtfs 
isn*+ f o x ne! 


X feel t>e++er m 
rnen's c|o+tft\£! 













COLLARS, RUFFS, 
AND CUFFS: Often white, 
sometimes made of lace, the/ 
gave a touch of elegance to 
men’s and women’s clothing. 
Special iron supports were 
sometimes used to hold the 
rigid ruffs in place. 


DOUBLET: With 
or without sleeves, a 
doublet was a short 
coat worn by men over 
their shirt. Usually it was 
very richly decorated. 


TRUNK HOSE 
Men of the time 
wore their pants 
short and puffed. 
They were often 
tight at the knee. 


BODICE: Rigid and tight, 
women would wear bodices 
under their clothing. A bodice 
could even come equipped 
with a frame that was used 
to keep the hooplike shape of 
women’s skirts. 


h°w eletarrfr! 


Ooooofi 


MEN’S SHOES 
I These could be 
[ adorned with 
ribbons or be 
finely decorated. 






Bows, Ribbons, 



Lace, and Ruff! 


to the men’s fashion of the day “Now thafs 
more like it!” she said. 

When we were all dressed, we left the Tail 
Transporter. i miniaturized it and hung it around 
my neck. 


We were in a ^ urn id, 


DlAlR K 


, and 



alley in London. It smelled like rotting wood and 
fish, so I guessed we were near the River Thames. 

“Aye you ready for a new adven-ture?” 

Wild Willie cried enthusiastically. 








































































Bows, Ribbons, 



Lace, and Ruff! 


“Huzzah! Yes, we’re ready!” Benjamin, 

Maya, and Bugsy yelled together. 

“No, I’m not ready in the slightest,” I 
grumbled. 

Just then, I realized there was a fifth squeak 
MISSING: Roborat-8’s! 

Where in the name of aged cheddar was he? 
We looked long and hard for him, with no luck. 

Maybe he had dematerialized for some strange 

robot reason, or maybe he went off by himself 












































































Bows, Ribbons, 



Lace, and Ruff! 


to look for the professor. In any case, he had 

DOS &DPQC1BQD. 

“Let’s hope that tiny tin can is back by the time 
we’re ready to leave. Otherwise, we’ll be in pPISOflsd 
in the past forever,” I muttered uneasily. “Without 
him, the Tail Transporter won’t work!” 

We wandered through the alleys near the port, 
calling his name. Sometimes it seemed like I could 
hear his squeak from really far away, saying, “TfT 
her6, Geronimoid!” But as much as I squinted 
and strained, I couldn’t see him anywhere. 

In the end, MMU, we were forced to 
abandon our efforts. We had to find a way to get 
into Elizabeth I’s court, where Professor von Volt 
was probably waiting for us. 

By now, it was evening, and we heard happy 
chatting and singing from a nearby tavern. We could 
also smell the delicious scent of cheese pie. 

Mmmm . . . that delectable odor made me 
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Bows, Ribbons, 



Lace, and Ruff! 


realize how hungry I was. We decided to go in. 

Inside, there was quite an uproar, ah kinds 

of rodents filled the tables. Many were sailors 
who told of their adventures on the SBl/BH SBQS. 

We sat in a corner to keep a low profile. The 
innkeeper brought us a pot of warm slop with 
stale cheese rinds floating in it, and we all dug in. 

Despite my hunger, I couldn’t help but notice 
the rodents sitting next to us. They were six 
gentlemice who were dressed very elegantly, one 
of them stood out because his eyes were PI6T (II1Q, 
his whiskers were long and dark, and his beard was 

WELL TRIMMED . He was asking his comrades 

a series of probing questions. “So, tell me: How 
many barrels of pepper do we have? How many 
chests full of silver? How many trunks of gold?- 
One of them responded with a squeak, 

alas, Sir Francis, we don’t know! Our 
bookkeeper DIED this morning and he was the 
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Bows, Ribbons, 


Lace, and Ruff! 


only one who knew how to read and count...” 

Benjamin leaned in close. “Uncle G, I believe 
that is the famouse 

pirate!” he whispered in my ear. 

A chill went down my tail. I gazed at Sir Francis 
and LiSte^ieD intently. 

“Scurvy sea cats! Are you saying we don’t know 
how much flOOf we brought back from our 
battles at sea?” 



Sir Francis Drake 
( Tavistock, England1540 — 
Panama, January 28, 1596) 

Sir Francis Drake was a notorious 
English sailor and pirate. From 
1577 to 1580, he sailed around the 
globe, and when he returned, he 
was knighted by Queen Elizabeth I. 
He helped sabotage the Spanish 
Armada in 1587, which contributed 
to the legendary defeat of the 
Armada in 1588. 














Long Live 
the Queen! 


Holey cheese, Benjamin was right! It was really 
the famouse Sir Francis Drake, and he seemed 
adder than a rat with a trap on his tail. 
“You mean to tell me that we don’t know how 
much booty we have for our Queen?” he exclaimed. 

“Long live the Queen!” the others hastily declared. 

All the other patrons jumped to their paws and 

declared, “Long live the Queen!” 

I was so distracted thinking about the 
famouse pirate that I forgot to jump to 
my paws like the others. Sir Francis glared at me 

Suspiciously. 

“Mouse, tell me, why did you not pay tribute to 
the Queen like all the others? Are you perhaps an 
enemy of our beloved leader?” he demanded. 
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long live the Queen!” i cried quickly. And I took 

off my hat and bowed. 

Once again everyone scrambled to their paws 
and called out, “Long live the 006611!” 

When the room quieted down, Sir Francis turned 
to me again. “Why were you 5 * 1 ■; !; ! at 

me? Were you eovcsdcopplNg , by chance? Are 
you a spy ?” he thundered. 

Wild Willie quickly intervened. “Oh no, 
you’re mistaken, Sir Francis! My friend here is a 
bookkeeper not a spy. Ffe was staring at 
you because it seems you need one, and he would 
like to volunteer his services.” 
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Sovereigns were gold coins used in England during 
Elizabethan times. 


Long Live 


the Queen! 


Maya piNCh'Cd my tail and murmured, “Tell 
them you’re a bookkeeper, rookie! This is our 
chance to get close to you-know-who!” 

I’m really not good with I_II FIBERS, 

but I had no choice. “It’s t-t-true. Tm a b-b- 
bookkeeper!” I stammered. 

Sir Francis removed a leather sack from his belt. 
It was full of gold, coins. “Quit clucking, 
stranger! AretGfl SOVGPGlCjnS* enough?” 

I was taken off guard. “Oh! Er ...” I muttered. 

“So how about tWGFlty, will that do?” 

I opened my snout to answer, but before I 
could, Sir Francis squeaked again. “All right, F11 


give you LNirLU, but that’s my final offer!” 



Long live the Q° c 


e^* 












Long Live 


the Queen! 


He threw thirty gold coins down in front of me. 

Wild Willie quickly covered the coins with his 
paw “That will do, Sir Francis, that will do!” 

Sir Francis looked us over from tail to toe. “All 
right, you’re HiPtBi What’s your name?” 

“I am Geronymus van Stilton, and they are Wild 
William, Lord Mayus, Benjamin, and Bugsy,” I 
replied. 

“Very good. You have all night to inventory 
everything on my boat, the Golden 

Hind* Tomorrow we will be received by our 
beloved queen,” Sir Francis said, bowing. 
Everyone repeated in unison, “Long live the Queen!” 

Bugsy rolled her eyes. “This is more boring than 



Hind is a word for a female deer, also called a doe. 








Long Live 


the Queen! 


a cheese-free sandwich! I can't handle all this 

and scraping left and right!” 
“You’re right,” Benjamin said. “It’s better never 
to say the word quee —” 

Bugsy covered his snout with her paw, but alas, 
it was too late! Once more, everyone shouted, 

“Long live the Queen!” 

But there was at least one other rodent in the 
tavern who agreed with Bugsy. “That’s enough! If 
another one of you utters that name, I 
will throw you in the X\ V6 X ! ” 
m he blurted. 
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Long Live 



the Queen! 


No sooner had he squeaked than a violent 
FIGHT broke out. We got out of there as fast 
as our paws could carry us. 

We followed Sir Francis through the dark alleys 
near the port. Finally, we arrived at the pier where 
he’d docked his GALLEON, the legendary 
Golden Hindi 

We scurried across a slippery, wobbly gangway 
as the dark waters of the port ssparkleJ in the 
moonlight. I looked down and immediately felt 
dizzy. Then I slipped on a grease spot, flapping 
my paws like crazy to keep my b&lfitlCC. 

Just when I was about to tumble into the 
dark waters of the Thames, Wild Willie grabbed 
me by the tail. 

“Watch your step, rookie! ” he cried as I dangled 
over the water. 

Maya giggled, and I turned pUl?|pfe with 
embarrassment. Holey cheese, I was making one 
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Long Live 


the Queen! 


bad impression after the next! 

Wild Willie got me back on my paws, and I tried 
to pull myself together. 

Sir Francis Drake was waiting for me impatiently, 
tappiNg his paws on the railing of the deck. 
“Bookkeep, hurry, time’s wasting away!” 

Something told me that he was a mouse who 
was naturally GROWHiER than a groundhog. 

We followed him onto the deck, and he led us 
to a hatch that he opened with a key. 

With a ‘ , I thought about the goods I 

was about to take stock of. They were the booty of 

a terrifying PIRATE who’d sailed the seven 

seas and carried out countless raids, attacked 
innocent merchants, and even sank ships! It 
was a big job for a SCaredy-mOUSe like 
me! 

My paws began to tremble so much that I could 
barely keep my grip on the feczilter 
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Long Live 


the Queen! 


pen Sir Francis had pawed me. 

“So, are you ready, squidsnout?” he demanded. 
I grabbed a long, rolled-up scroll and 
stammered, “Y-yes!” 

He began to dictate the inventory. As Wild 
Willie held the scroll, I SCfibbl®d down the 
items Sir Francis listed, dipping the pen into the 
inkwell that Bugsy was holding for me. Benjamin 
blew on the paper so the ink would dry faster. 

The list of goods included . . . 
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Long Live 


the Queen! 


• 35 sacks of bL3cK 

from Hadagascar 

• 80 pounds of dr'i-ed 
sulfana grap-es 

• 10 pois of Uo*&i| from 
Ike Holucca Islands 

• 1Z sacks of jasmine tea 
from ike Indies 

■ IZ sacks of cacao pods 

• 8 caqes wiik parrois 


• I caqe wiih a monkey 

• 15 baskets of cayenne 
p-epper 


• 8t barrels ofCiNNOHOti 
powder 


• 15 jars of French 

mustard 


• 30 bales of Chinese silk 

• 8 rolls of ihe finest lace 
from Flanders 


Sir Francis went on and on for hours. Finally, 
the light of ©AW Ml cast thousands of silvery 


reflections on the waters of the Thames. 


























































Are You Ready, 
Barnacle Brain? 


I was almost at the end of the superlong scroll. 
I had CRAMPS in my paws from writing so 
much. And then, finally, Sir Francis stopped. 

He opened another chest, and I saw priceless 
jewels sparkle inside it: gold, silver, pearls, 
precious stones. 

The pirate gazed at those marvels for a moment. 
“Are you ready, BARNACLE BffcAiN? 

These are the last items we need to take stock of. 
And they are the most precious: They will go to 
enrich our h^'l©V€'d treasure!” 

“Long live the Queen!” we cried quickly, before he 


could get angry. 

According to the custom of the time, I bowed 
and put my paw over my heart. Unfortunately, I 
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Are You Ready, 


Barnacle Brain? 




moved my paw too hastily and accidentally stuck 
the feather pen in my £ ! Yee-ouch! 

I yelled and accidentally stepped back on Wild 
Willie’s He stepped back and knocked against 

the bottle of ink, and it tpR&yrp all over my 
whiskers! 

To avoid the splatter, Benjamin jumped back 
and STEPPED on my paw. To dodge Benjamin, 
Bugsy stepped on my other paw, and Maya jumped 
on my tail! 

Holey cheese, 1 was in agony! 







Are You Ready, 


Barnacle Brain? 


“Stop that madness, you crab cake! ” Sir Francis 



ISlIlG bookkeeper 


yelled. “You are the most 


Fve ever seen! I will take the damages out of your 
pay, you can be sure! Now clean yourself up so 
we don’t make a bad impression. Scurry up or I’ll 


SLICE off your tail!” 


I quickly ran to the pirates’ quarters 
A - to fix myself up. In the meantime, I 


rolled up the Superiorly scroll 


and stuck it in my pocket. 

Then I looked at myself in the 
mirror to make sure I was presentable 
enough for the court. I didn’t look 
half bad in those clothes! Who 


knows, maybe Maya would be 


impressed after all. . . 


“Hurry up, fishface! ” Sir Francis boomed. “You 


don’t want the Que — I mean, ©jQ'A whom it’s 


best not to name or we’ll all have to start praising 
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Are You Ready, 



Barnacee Brain? 


her all over again . . . you don't want her to GET 

MAO, do you?" 

He was making me more R&rVGUS than 
a mouse in a lion’s den. I scampered up to the 
top deck. Sir Francis and my friends were already 
there, waiting impatiently. 

We all crossed the shaky gangway, and once 
more, I got dizzy and began to wobble. Once more, 
I tried to keep my balance by flapping my paws. 
Once more, I SUPPED on the grease spot. And 
once more, Wild Willie tried to grab me by the tail! 

Unfortunately, he didn’t manage to catch me 
this time, and I ended up going into the river 
snoutfirst. I was to the fur! 

Maya and Wild Willie had to pull me out with 
a hook. Sir Francis stood watching impatiently. 
“Hurry, the Queen is waiting!" 

Spitting out water, I hurriedly cried, “Long live 

the Queen!” 
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Wi, d Willie 


Was n’t able 
snoutfirst intr 






























Are You Ready, 



Barnacle Brain? 


"'Long live the Queen!” my friends echoed. 

As soon as I reached dry land, Sir Francis 
began scolding me. “You're the peskiest bookkeep 
Fve ever known! What, do you have seawater 
up your snout? Come on, climb onto this horse. 
Ske- will be waiting for us in exactly half an 
hour at the Tower. And it's best not to keep her 
waiting! She’s always in a bad mood there because 

of all the BAD MEMORIES * 

“Huh? I don’t understand . . . Why does she 
have bad memories of the Tower?” I asked. 

Sir Francis didn’t answer. He had already 


galloped off! _And 
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*In 1554, Elizabeth’s half sister, Mary, who was queen 
at the time, accused her of treason and locked her in 
the Tower of London for two months. 
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Plop! 

Plop! Plop! 
Plop! Plop! Plop! 


it? ^P» 


V 


^ 1 




As we galloped through the city, I looked around. 
The streets were liaPPOW, (191% and ditty. The 
buildings were all different heights, and, from the 
shouting that echoed from various WifldOWS, you 
could tell that many, many rodents lived in them! 

A female rodent dumped a won out of a 
window and almost hit my snout. 

■Sh ^ 

..v Yuck, what a sour stench! 

^ it 1 * ' ir» ^ m „ 

Oh, how I missed Roborat-8! He would have 
warned us to be careful. He would have FILLED 
my mind with information about the city, the 
manners of the court, and the OV A OF LON, ! 

“Poor Roborat-8. Who knows where or when 
he ended up?” I murmured. 







264 





Plop! Plop! 


Plop! Plop! 


For a moment, I thought I heard his voice 
whisper, “I'h right h^r-e, &€ronihOid!” But it was 

probably just my overactive imagination. 

Luckily, Bugsy was an ace at history, and she 
began to whisper to me. “Uncle G! The 

OF LONDON is the most ancient royal palace in 

London, but it was — I mean, it is — also used as a 
PR US ©ft. When she was younger, Elizabeth I 
was accused of plotting against her half sister, 
Mary, who was Queen at the time, and she was 
locked up there!” 

That worried me. “Sir Francis, why does the 
Quee — she — want to meet us at the Tower?” 

“Well, if she’s not happy with our JjftS, she could 
have our snouts cut off! ” Sir Francis responded. 
“Wh-wha? Flave our snouts cut off?” I cried. 
“Yes, fishface, something small could displease 
her and ... tfrWHClf! So try to behave yourself,” 
he replied. 
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Plop! Plop! 


Plop! Plop! 


“Perhaps she went to check on the ROYAL 
RAVENS/’ one of the sailors added. “I’m sure 
you must know that she cares a lot about ravens, 
because of the HGSBCOD.” 

“What legend?” Benjamin asked. 

“You must come from very /ar ofF not to 
know it, strangers!” the sailor replied. “According 
to the legend, as long as six ravens live in the 
Tower, the Crown and England will live on. But 
if the ravens should fly away, the Kingdom of 
England Will fcfl ! ” 


We had reached the Tower at last. As we 
approached, the six Royal Ravens bombarded me 


with some, er, royal SOUVENIRS! Yuck! 

pyopJ picp* * '•* 



picp; 

# •• hep! • Ptc Pf* ■.* 

Before I "could protest, two guards dressed 
in uniforms bearing the crest of the Tudors — 
Queen Elizabeth’s family — stepped forward. As 
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Plop! Plop! 


Plop! Plop! 


soon as they saw us, they lowered their 
“The Royal Ravens have shown a great ONdNCSS 
for you, sir," the first one greeted me. “You should 
be liOMORED! But tell us, who are you and 
where are you going?" 

Before I could respond, Drake declared, “He is 

my bookkeeper. And I am the Sir 

Francis Drake. And she is waiting for us!" 

The guards stood at attention and let us pass. 
But as we did, I could hear them muttering, "She 
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Plop! Plop! 



Plop! Plop! 


is very on edge today! I wonder if these rodents 
will make it out of the Tower alive ...” 

I was about to turn around, but Wild Willie 
grabbed me. “Remember, rookie, we need to 
LOOK tO ft Professor von Volt!” he whispered. 

I gathered up my courage. I wanted to save 
my friend, and I also didn’t want to look like a 
’fraidy mouse in front of Maya again! 

We walked through winding stone hallways. 
There were crowds of pages, couriers, ELEGANT 

















































































Plop! Plop! 


Plop! Plop! 



DAMES , and gentlemice with feathered hats and 
swishy capes. Everyone around us was whispering 
and 

“I wonder if Sir Francis has much LollGieR 
to live . . .” one of the courtiers muttered. 

A chamberlain trotted toward us. “Oh, Sir 
Francis! What a pleasure to see you still alive 
after your long voyage ...” 

Sir Francis grumbled at him, “What kind of 
mood is she in today?” 

The other rodent raised his eyes to the sky. 
“Alas, this morning she is particularly Cdgy — 
she discovered someone rummaging through the 
crown jewels! Maybe you can calm her down with 
the list of GOODS you acquired for her on the 
seven seas!” 

Sir Francis turned to me. “Did you hear that, 
cheesebrain? Be ready with the list!” 

I reached my paw toward my pocfeet where I 
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Plop! Plop! 


Plop! Plop! 



had left the scroll for safekeeping. “Stay calm, Sir 
Francis, I have everything right here!” I replied. 

But then I turned ' i; " than a slice of 
Swiss, because when I put my paw in my pocket, 
I realized it was full 
of water. CULP! 

My fear turned 
into terror when I 
felt a claw sink into 
my fur. There was 




attached 

to my paw! Ouchie! But I didn’t dare cry out, for 
we had reached the door to the throne room. 

As we proceeded into the enormouse room, my 
heart was beating faster than the mouse who ran 
up the clock. I was overwhelmed with FEAR and 
foreboding I could only imagine the state of 
the scroll with the list of Sir Francis’s goods! 

She was seated at the end of the room on a 
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Plop! Plop! 


Plop! Plop! 


gilded wooden throne. It was really her — 
Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth! (Long live the 
Queen!) 

She stared at us with Self’ eyes. “Oh, Sir 
Francis! What have you brought for me this time? 
And who is this with you?” 

Sir Francis bowed deeply. “Your Majesty, I have 
great irseSses for you! Now Geronymus, my 
bookkeeper, will read you the pFCCiSC, accurate, 
and detailed record of everything that is held in 
the cargo hold of my galleon! ” 

He turned to me. “Go on, read it!” he hissed. 

The courtiers Stared at me . . . 

Sir Francis Drake and his crew Stared at me . . . 

The Queen Stared at me . . . 

In that terrible silence, full of expectation, 
I solemnly took the scroll out of my pocket. It 
BBOBBGD water and ink onto the floor. 































































































Your Beauty Has 
Dazzled Me . . . 


I unrolled the scroll with trembling paws, but, 
alas, the water had smec nped all the ink! 

The Queen was impatiently tapping her paws. 
“So? Are you going to read it or not?” 

My brain was boiling. Frantically, I tried to figure 
out what to do. Suddenly, inspiration struck. 

I threw myself on my knees and DECLARED, 
“I am so sorry, Your Majesty, I cannot read you 
anything because . . . 

“Your beauty has dazzled me, 

You’ve stunned me with your charm. 

Your eyes have enchanted me, 

Your fair fur does disarm! 

You’ve captivated me with your grace, 
Charmed me with your elegance, 

You’ve deciawed me with your dignity, 
Bewitched me with your intelligence!” 


Your Beauty Has 


Dazzled Me . . . 




Sir Francis shot me a 


MENACING 


look. 


All the courtiers looked at me, [tjj [f^ 

But I had eyes only for her, Queen Elizabeth, 
who was StlU&ciyiing me closely. 

After a moment of silence that seemed to 
stretch on forever, she broke into laughter. 
“Well done, rat! This poem in my honor is quite 
nice. It reminds me of the style of my beloved 
William Shakespeare!” 

Sir Francis had been pulling out his sword to 
slice off my tail, but luckily, these words from 
the Queen stopped him short. 
















































Your Beauty Has 


Dazzled Me . . . 



i UKE you. I’ll take you on,” she continued. 
Tell me, rat, what you would like to do? Would 


you like to be the G 



of my Royal 


Ravens? I see by their tokens on your coat that 
they have already taken a liking to you. Or perhaps 
you would prefer to UJ^vi/L the Royal Story of 
my Royal Life?” 

I was quiet, UnCFRTMN what to do next. 

Could I endure the ravens? I would constantly 
risk being bombarded by their . . . souvenirs. On 
the other paw, how long would I SUlPVi V6 if 
I were constantly following the Queen around? I 
could tell her mood was as Fickle as the weather 
in England! She could lock me up in the Tower of 
London for the slightest mistake. "Rotten rats’ 

teeth, what a horrifying thought! 

Wild Willie and Maya took advantage of my 







Your Beauty Has 


Dazzled Me . . . 



hesitation. “Geronymus would be happy to write 
your Royal Biography!” Maya cried. 

long live the Queen!” everyone shouted. 

I bowed low. As I did, I muttered, “How do I 
always end up with these thsnWeftjobs?!” 

Maya shushed me. “Just be quiet and write, 
Stilton. And do&t VQlTy, if she decides to have 
your snout cut off, we’ll come save you!” 

“Be quiet and {xrAjckfL, rookie!” Wild Willie 
added. “It’s pretty much the only thing you’re 
good at anyway ...” 

“Be BRAVE, Uncle G. You can do it!” 
Benjamin whispered encouragingly. 

I sighed. I was scared, but I knew my friends 
were right. If I stayed close to the Queen, Fd have 
plenty of chances to find CLEOPATItA^S 

(MIRROR. 






Your Beauty Has 


Dazzled Me . . . 



So I bowed. “I would be honored to write the 
story of your life, Your Majesty.” 

She pleased. “Very well. Now Sir 

Francis, you can go get me more RICHes. 
As for the report, don’t worry about it this time. 
I forgive you! However, to make up for your 
negligence, I will take Geronymus and his friends 
in my service. The two young ones will be pages; 

the two gentlemice will be TOWER GUARDS!” 

Sir Francis bowed and strode off. 

So that is how I began to Follow the Queen 
around all day, from dawn until midnight, when 
she would retreat to her quarters. 

She dictated her memories to me nonstop. 

I always had to be at her side! 
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*<m 


7:00 a.m. 

A quick scamper through 
the paiace gardens 


8:00 a.m, 

Breakfast 


9:00 a.m. 

Meet with 
secretaries to 
sign letters 


10:00 a.m. 

Meet with the 
Royal Advisor 


11:30 a.m. 

Dance 


12:00 p.m. 

Lunch 












2:00 p.m. 

Meet with foreign 
ambassadors 


5:00 p.m. 

Private dinner 


8:00 p.m. 

Read state 
documents 


12:00 a.m. 

Bedtime! 































































































































At the Theater 
with the Queen 


As time passed, the Queen began telling me more 
than the official version of events. Sometimes she 
would entrust me with her secrets — some of 
which I would have preferred not to know. Being 
the Queen’s confidant can be 3ANGHR0US! 

Elizabeth was very happy with my service. One 
day, she told me, “Geronymus, tonight 
we’re going to the tH6dt6P! 


Shakespeare is putting on 

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM; 

You absolutely must write in r 


has the right to enjoy fierse 


biography that I have always 1( 
art, dance, and the theater. In ad< 
to her many royal duties, a queei 




At the Theater 


with the Queen 



“Your Majesty, it would be a great honor 



theater, too, 


to accompany 


especially the works of Shakespeare. And A 


Midsummer Night's Dream is my jtavoipi-fca j 
know entire passages by heart!” 

The Queen interrupted me, and I knew right 
away that I had blundered. You see, 1595 was the 
year Shakespeare A Midsummer Night's 

Dream , so there was no way I could’ve known it! 
Oh, Yd really put my paw in it this time . . . 

“Tonight is the premiere of this comedy! How 
can you know it? Are you perhaps a soothsay©! ? 
Or are you such a good friend of Shakespeare that 
he let you read his works 0GGGBG they are 
performed?” she inquired. 

I bowed until my whiskers grazed the ground. 
“Excuse me, Your Majesty, I cannot tell you 
ever : Even a humble scribe has his secrets.” 



Luckily, the Queen was in a good mood. She 
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At the Theater 


with the Queen 



burst out laughing. “Oh, that’s true! Yes, you 
have the right to a few , too.” 

So, chatting pleasantly, we scurried off to the 
theater. We took our seats in the part of the 
balcony reserved for the Queen. Maya, Wild 
Willie, Benjamin, and Bugsy were all there waiting 
for us. 

The room was full, but strangely, the play 
was delayed. After a while, the crowd began to 

GRUMBLE and rumble. 

The Queen leaned over and whispered in my 
ear impatiently. “Geronymus, go backstage and 
see what’s happening. This waiting is getting on 

my nerves!” 

I quickly obeyed. I’d learned it’s better never to 
contradict a queen! 

When I reached backstage, Shakespeare greeted 
me with . “Ah, finally, you’ve arrived! 

I’ve been waiting for a substitute for my lead actor 
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At the Theater 



with the Queen 


for hours. Quick, get Oln$t9g€ — the audience 
is growing restless!” 

Before I could protest, he slipped a fake 
dODKey fTldSK over my head and pushed me 
DNS TAGE. I couldn’t see where to put my 
paws, so I tp\pp%d and fell flat on my 
snout. 

I let out a long, choked cry of pain, and everyone 
mistook it for a donkey’s bray. The audience 
exploded with l.>\U(ii|ITKR, thinking it was 
part of the play! 

I knew from the dCNkCy head who my character 




























At the Theater 



with the Queen 


was. I had to play Nick Bottom, a weaver whom 
the mischievous fairy Puck turns into a donkey. 

I also remembered that the queen of the fairies, 
Titania, would drink a |©ve potion and fall in 


love with me! 


I kept tripping because of the donkey head, but 
the performance was a MOUSEKIFIC success 


anyway. At the end of the show, everyone leaped 


to their paws and applauded, even the Queen! 



| A Juicl summer ^ 

i Spft Dream &CS 


This famous comedy tells the story 
of two pairs of young lovers — 
Lysander and Hermia, and Demetrius 
and Helena. On a summer’s night, 
there are many misunderstandings 
and lots of magical interference. 
Nonetheless, the couples declare 
their love. The mischievous fairy 
Puck, one of the most beloved of 
Shakespeare’s characters, is the one 
who keeps the story moving. 





































What a Surprise! 


When we returned to the palace after the show, 
Queen Elizabeth was still raving about my 
performance. “Geronymus, I must give you a 

Jitlle gift. Follow me . . 

She approached her desk and pressed a secret 
BUttON From the false bottom of a drawer, 
she took out a large iron key. Then she led 
OX*. me to her library, pressed the spine 
of a thmh , and suddenly the entire 
bookshelf turned in on itself, revealing 

a SECRET PASSAGE! 

We scurried down a narrow spiral 
staircase until we found ourselves in front of a 
tiny red door. Elizabeth stuck the heavy iron key 
into the lock and, with a CjTCfifr, the door opened. 

The small room that lay before us was filled 
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with priceless JEWELS! It was Elizabeth’s 
secret treasure! 

There were enormouse mounds of golden coins 
and a large leather treasure chest finished with 
shiny brass. It was brimming with pearls of various 
white, pink, yellow, gray, and even black. 

On a shelf, there were seven ornate gold 
^abje-fci. Each one contained pFGCiOllS stones: 
rubies, emeralds, sapphires, topaz, diamonds, 
aquamarine, and lapis lazuli. Three baskets 
of golden flll^PCC held precious amber, 
turquoise, and coral pieces. 

Her Majesty opened an engraved armoire. 
Inside there were precious garments, plus crowns 
and faaras of every shape and size. 

Elizabeth chose the largest CPOUJn and put it 
on. “This is my favorite! It’s a shame that it makes 
my snout look so 
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What a 



Surprise! 


Then she picked up something from a shelf. I 
stared at it in wonder: It was CLEOPATRA’S 

MMUtOR'! 

She admired herself, then turned toward me. 
Does your queen seem V&gal enough?” 

I bowed until my whiskers grazed the ground. 
“Long live the Queen!” 

From behind a heap of gold, I heard someone 

echo my words: “Long live the Queen!” 

I was so surprised I nearly jumped out of my 
fur. “Who was that?” 

“Oh, that? It’s some scoundrel who wanted to 
r through my jewels,” the Queen grumbled. 

“As punishment, I imprisoned him here, and I 
make him polish my money, piece by piece.” 

I looked in the direction the squeak had 
come from. There, I saw a mouse hunched over 

many shining coins. It was Professor m Yolti 

“Geronimo, thank goodmouse you’ve arrived!” 
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What a 



Surprise! 



he whispered. “Did you read my message 
on the mirror? I wrote it when all seemed lost: 
The Queen had shut me in here, and the Paw 
Pro Portal was d.ClinClQ6d during landing. I was 
afraid Pd never get home again! ” 

“My dear friend, I am - W y ; ) y to 

see you!” I said to him. “I was at the Egyptian 
Mouseum in New Mouse City when I read your 
first message, but I also found the hieroglyphics 
you left for me in ancient Egypt. Eve fofifiowfd 
you here through half of history! Now let’s keep 
calm and scurry on. In no time, we’ll get you 
home to Mouse Island, back in the present day!” 






















































What a 



Surprise! 


At that moment, Elizabeth beckoned me. 
“Geronymus, dear mouse, come!” 

“Quick, quick, go,” the professor urged me. 

I returned to the Queen. “Tell me, what would 
you like as a gift for your services?” she asked. 
“Go>Bdl GotfVfiS? A medallion with my portrait 
on it? Or would you prefer a title? ‘Sir Geronymus’ 
has a nice ring to it! ” 

Once again, i bowed deeply. “Your Majesty, I 
ask you ... for the release of that unlucky mouse 
who is here shining your money!” 

My request enraged the Queen. “How dare you 

DiSNIiSS my gifts?” 


I tried to explain courteously. “Oh no, Fm not 
dismissing them! You Ve got the WRONG end 
of the cheese stick, Your Highness. You yourself 
suggested I pick the gift I preferred —” 

But she was more FURIOUS than a fly stuck 

in fondue. “At least explain to me why you are 
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What a 


Surprise! 


making this strange request!” she demanded. 

I smiled at my friend Professor von Volt. 
“Because, Your Majesty, friendship is the most 
precious gift!” 

“So you are friends with this scoundrel?! I 
don’t want you to write my biography anymore! I 
will have you both thrOWR into the Tower of 
London!” she cried. 

At that moment, we heard squeaking. It was my 
friends! They had managed to follow me. 

The minute Maya spotted Professor von Volt, 
a SMILE spread across her snout. 

, you found the professor! 
Now we can go home! ” 

The Queen lost it. “You are 
friends with that scoundrel, 

too? 3 reason! ” she shrieked. 

Then she scurried off to find 
some guards. 



294 







What a 



Surprise! 


before the 


“Quick, we need to 
guards get here!” Wild Willie cried. 

“But is this ROOM big enough to hold the Tail 
Transporter?” Maya asked. 

Professor von Volt did some quick calculations. 
“Yes, it will fit! Quick, Geronimo, enlarge it. . .” 

As soon as the Tail Transporter returned to 
its regular size, we scrambled inside, and . . . 

! We found Roborat-8! 

“It’s about time! It’s been days that you’ve 
kept me imprisoned and fliMIOTlIRiZCC! in the Tail 
Transporter,” he scolded us. 

“We’re sorry, Roborat-8! We 
for you everywhere,” I cried. “Now get the Rat-o- 
Ray ready. We need to go back home! ” Roborat-8 
got to work, and in a moment, we felt the usual 

itchiness all over our fur. This time, I didn’t 

complain, because I knew we would rematerialize 
in New Mouse City! 
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Finally Home! 



After another minute, we had all rematerialized 
in Professor von Volt's laboratory, dressed in our 
usual clothes. We felt completely scrambled, 
but happy to be home again. 

Being back in New Mouse 
City was Sweeter than cheese 
dumplings with syrup on top! 

Dewey hugged the professor. 
A single TEAR of happiness 
left a track down the fur on 








































Home! 


“Uncle Paws, finally! I was afraid I would 
NEVER see you again!” he cried. 

Professor Von Volt smiled. “Dear Dewey, 
I thought I would never be able to get home 
again! It’s only thanks to Geronimo that I am 





I blushed. “Oh, please don’t thank me. I didn’t 
do anything special. I could never have done it 
without the help of my dear mm Wild Willie, 
Maya, Benjamin, Bugsy, and Roborat-8!” 

Roborat-8 jumped down from the 
Tail Transporter, crying, “Dewey, I 
missed you!” 

Dewey hugged him tenderly. “I 
tfou, too, little robot!” 

Professor Von Volt turned to us. 

“Roborat-8 isn’t just my most 
successful invention, he is almost 
like a son to me! He can feel real 
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Finally 




, and he keeps Dewey and me 


company.” 

I smiled. “It’s true, he has a geTierou^ 
heart! He just has one defect ... he never stops 
chattering! By the way . . . how do you turn him 
Oj ? I couldn’t find the switch ...” 

“What about you, Geronimoid?! You aren’t 
exactly defect-free,” Roborat-8 replied. 
“You are a ’fraidy mouse, a clumsypaws, and a 
total cheesebrain. Why, you accidentally left me 









Finally 



Home! 


miniataej inside the Tail Transporter! You 

all, you are a complete CHepp9R?9C6! But I love 
you anyway!” 

Then he grabbed me by the paw and dragged 
me into a wild celebratory dance through the lab. 

rotAt UTi CE l £ W?ATt! 

Professor von Volt burst out laughing. “Roborat-8 
doesn’t have an OFF switch, he has a voice 
command. To turn him off, you just have to tell 

him, ‘Go to bed, “Roborat-sr 

As soon as the professor uttered those words, 
Roborat-8 switched off. He immediately began to 
snore loudly. ZZ\ 

When he dropped my paw, I tumbled to the 
floor. For the first time since our journey had 
begun, I realized how WEIARY I was. 

I felt like I had lived for two thousand years! 
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Finally 



Home! 


I felt like my bones were broken, my paws 
were in pieces, my knees were wobbly, my 
whiskers were droopy, and my tail was limp . . . 

I turned to my friends. They, too, 
like they were about to fall asleep where they 
stood! 

“Professor, friends, you’re all exhausted. Please 
go m ! I’ll head to the mouseum to see Cyril 
B. Sandsnout and tell him that the hidden 
message from Caesar is still inside the 

mirror’s handle.” 

Maya scurried over and stared at me with 





















Finally 



Home! 


her marvemouse brown eyes. “Good for you, 
Geronimo! You really brought your A game! You 

may not be courageous, but you conquered 
your FEARS and you did everything you could 
to help your friends. You thought of others before 
yourself! ” 

I was so overcome with feeling that I 
nearly tripped over my own tail. “But now is not 
the time to collapse, rookie.” She S'SSM -we 
need to go see Professor Sandsnout. I’m here with 
you all the way to the end!” 

“You said it, Cuz! I wouldn’t miss the end of 

this adventure for anything in the world,” 
Wild Willie added. 

‘We “to dome v/’rth you, ‘to ” Benjamin 
and Bugsy said together. 

I was moved by their devotion. I wiped a tear 
from my snout. What a terrific team we had 
turned into! 
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What Day Is It? 


Just when everything was getting back to normal 
again, I felt a sudden of anxiety. 

“Dewey, what day is it?” 

“it’s Wednesday. Why?” Dewey replied. 

“Oh no! Professor Sandsnout’s conference has 
already begun!” I cried. “If we don’t get there in 
time, we won’t be able to prove the mirror’s 
authenticity, and he could lose his job!” 

over to the mouseum, but 
when we arrived, it was too late! There was a 
crowd streaming out of the room. 

A very disheartened Professor Sandsnout 
was alone in the middle of the conference room. 
He was staring at Cleopatra’s mirror on the table 
in front of him. 

I grabbed the ilf and jumped onto 
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What Day 



Is It? 


the table. “Wait! Don’t go! We have pPOOp that 
Cleopatra’s mirror is authentic!” I cried. 

A rodent stopped and turned around, curious. 

“Isn’t that (fftilton*?” he hissed. 

He sounded scandalized. 

“Yes it’s me — Stilton, Geronimo Stilton!” I 
said. “And I am here to prove the authenticity of 
Cleopatra’s mirror and DEFEND the honor of 
a serious scholar, Professor Cyril B. Sandsnout!” 
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What Day 




‘That other one there with the big whiskers and 
the explorer’s hat, isn’t that Wild Willie, the 
famouse treasure hunter?” another rodent asked. 

“Yes, it’s me! And I am here for the same 
reason,” Wild Willie thundered. 

“We are here to HELP the professor, too,” 
Maya, Benjamin, and Bugsy exclaimed. 

The room had filled up again. The crowd was 

commenting, “Okay, let’s hear 
these crazy mice out...” 

“All right, but this better be good,” one mouse 
cried. 

I felt my whiskers $1 ityjkiilQ from the stress. 
You see, I don’t like public squeaking. I am a 
mouse who is very, very shy. 

Benjamin took me by the paw. “Bg brGVQ, 
Uncle G!” he whispered. 

“Come on, Uncle G!” Bugsy winked at me. 

Maya gave me a P3t on the tail, and Wild Willie 
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What Day 




gave me a slap on the shoulder. “Come on, let ’em 
have it, rookie!” 

I was about to begin squeaking when a 

rodent with an arrogant air 

stepped forward. “Hurry up! Don’t 
^ waste my time. I have a lot to do, 
because tomorrow I will become 
the new director of the Egyptian 
Mouseum!” 

It was Martin McSnootersnout, 
Cyril B. Sandsnout’s rival! 

Quickly, I unscrewed the handle of 
Cleopatra’s mirror and pulled out Caesar’s note. 
“I will be brief. Here is the proof of the mirror’s 
authenticity. It is a message written by Caesar 
to Cleopatra, and it has always 
been here, Hidden in this 
mirror’s handle!” 

The scholars OPENED 
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their eyes wide in amazement. “Ooooh! This is 
unbelievable! Amazing!” 

A dignified-looking scholar EHAMtWtO 
the message for a moment. 'There's no doubt: 
This proves that the mirror truly belonged to 
C]©0|>3 r { r p3!” she announced. 

His ears drooping in embarrassment, Professor 
McSnootersnout slipped out of the room. 

Professor Sandsnout would get to stay in his 
position as director of the mouseum! I breathed 

. Our mission had ended in 
the best possible way. I was S© 

But I was also a bit sad. Soon the calmness 
of everyday life would return, and I had to 
admit that Pd miss the adventures I’d had with 
my FRIENDS Roborat-8, Wild Willie, and 
especially Maya! 

Ah, what a fascinating rodent! 

Just then, Maya scampered over to me. “I am 




309 









What Day 


Is It? 


proud of you, rookie!” Then she 



me on 


the tip of my whiskers. 

I was about to faint, but she grabbed my paw, 
laughing, “Don’t faint now, rookie, we need to 


Gelebmtei 


Okay, dear reader, I have to admit it. I had a 
huge CRUSH on her! 

But this is another story, and perhaps I will tell 
it to you another time ... or my name isn’t Stilton, 
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Don't miss my first 
three journeys 
through time! 



The race 

AGAINST TIME: 


THE THIRD JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME i 























Be sure to 
read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 



1 

GOTwfmo Sfifton 


© 





#1 last Treasure of #2 The Curse of the 
the Emerald Eye Cheese Pyramid 


fhrmfiwStilton 



GgrmlmStittm 


#0 raws Off, 
Chad dar fa cel 



#7 Red Piizas for a 
Blue Count 



#3 Cat and Mouse in a 
Haunted House 



#8 Attack of the 
Bandit Cats 





A PABUMOUftl 


Vlf&TION 


#9 A Fabumouse 
Vacation for Geronimo 


#14 The Temple of the 
Ruby of Fire 


#19 My Name Is Stilton, 
Geronimo Stilton 



#10 All Because of a 
Cup of Coffee 


#11 It's Halloween, 
You 'Fraidy Mouse! 



#12 Merry Christmas, 
Geronimo! 


#13 The Phantom of 
the Subway 



#15 The Mono Mouse 
Code 



#16 A Ch eese-Colored 
Camper 


#17 Watch Your 
Whiskers, Stilton! 



#18 Shipwreck on the 
Pirate Islands 



#22 The Secret 
of Cacklefur Castle 


#21 The Wild, Wild 
West 


#20 Surf's Up, 
Geronimo! 



A Christmas Tale 




































































G»no«ii^o StitGm 
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#23 Valentino's Day 
Disaster 



#24 Field Trip to 
Niagara Falls 



#25 The Search lor #26 The Mommy 

Sunken Treasure with No Name 



#27 The Christmas 
Toy Factory 



#28 Wedding 
Crasher 



#29 Down and Out 
Down Under 



The Mouse island 
Marathon 



#31 The Mysterious Christmas Catastrophe 
Cheese Thiel 


mi 



#32 Valley of the #33 Geronimo and the 
Giant Skeletons Gold Medal Mystery 




#37 The Race Across 
America 



#38 A Fabumouse 
School Adventure 



#34 Geronimo Stilton, 
Secret Agent 



#39 Singing Sensation 



#40 The Karate Mouse 



l*o Stilton 


#36 Geronimo's 
Valentine 



#41 Mighty Mount 
Kilimanjaro 



#42 The Peculiar 
Pumpkin Thief 


Stiffen 



#43 I'm Not a 
Supermousel 



#44 The Giont 
Diamond Robbery 



#45 Save the White 
Whalel 


#46 The Haunted 
Castle 
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#47 Run for the Hilts, 
Geroniino! 



#48 The Mystery in 
Venice 



nffiig 


#49 The Woyof 
the Samurai 



#50 This Hotel Is 
Haunted! 



#51 The E nor mouse 


Pearl Heist 





#52 Mouse in Space l 


GOLDEN BOOK I 


Stilton! 


#58 The Super 
Chef Contest 


The Hunt for the 
Golden Book 


the Jungle 


#57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vacation 
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#59 Welcome to 
Moldy Manor 


The Hunt for the 
Curious Cheese 


L< 







#64 Magical Mission 


#65 Bollywood 
Burglary 


#60 The Treasure of 
Easter Island 


#61 Mouse House 
Hunter 


#62 Mouse 
Overboard! 


The Hunt for the 
Hundredth Key 


#66 Operation: 

Secret Recipe 


#63 The Cheese 
Experiment 



























































I couldn't believe it. I, Geronimo 
Stilton, had to travel back in time 
~ to save a friend! Professor Paws 
von Volt needed my help. He had 
traveled to the past alone to prove 
that an artifact in the Egyptian 

- Mouseum was genuine — and now 

- he was lost in time! 


Cleopatra's 

time 


Genghis Khan's 
time 


My friends and I boarded the 
professor's newest time machine 
to go find him, and ended up 
on a crazy trip through history. 
We met Cleopatra, Genghis Khan, 
famouse poet Dante, Queen 
Elizabeth I, and more. It was a 
fabumouse journey! But could we 
find the professor and make it 
back to the present? 


Queen 
Elizabeth Is 
time 


www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 

www.geronimostilton.com 



